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Contain'd in this 


Andrew and 


Tell me no more of your. Duty and Vow, 
uſtus crown'd with 


my deareſt. Celide,. 


L jolly e — ſup 41, 


oad as I was walking, We" 
the Town ſo leud are grown, - 
ountry Bumphin that Trees did prob, 
Beau dre E divine, 
I gang' 0'er- the Links of Leigh 

Fs} Life who-would leaving, 
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1 all the Powdss I love you ſo, 
Bright Honour provokes me, 
Boaſt no more fond Love thy Power, 
Brute who deſcended from Troj jan $ St, 1 
Beſpld how all the St art give may, a 1 (2 
Born with the Vices of my # wg 
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0 
C your Bowls, loyal Souls, ; L 
Come hither all you that love muſical ey, 
Ceaſe Hymen, ceaſe 557 Brow., > 

Cold and raw the North did blow, 

Chloris for fear you ſpould think, ) 
Chloe's a Nymph in flowry Groves, 
Cloudy Saturnia drives ber Steeds apace, 
Corrinna when you left the Town, 
— with an awful Power, 


D Eareſt believe me without a Reſervati on, 
Dear Jemmy when be ſets wo, 

Did not you promiſe me, 197 
Dear Jack if you mean, kf 
Damon ford of by peaceful 1 88 
Drink my Boys, drink * rejoxee,. 


EL your Jos, 25 ; a! * 15 1 
Fe ye Rech, 7 Seas and Sands, DEE 

Flora beauteots Queen of May, $: 17 | 
Forc 4% a cruel lawleſi Fate, | N 
Full forty long Tears, . = 1 
Friend Sawney come ſit 8 me, 


G˙ filly Mortal, atk, thy c., 5 r 
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Ju on 4 Throne of glittering 'Ore, + 
High Renown and Martial Glory, 


s Hymen, bere mT 
6 Rae of the whole Fer 


you ſeen Battledore Play, 
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A when the and b 
enny, and Molly, and Bei 
„ain, in vain fantaſtic * 
Addreſſes are grat 
Beauty by Enjoyment can, 
low d Fame and got Renown, 
he Fields in and Snow, C, 
ve thee well, | 
Deſart in 
Cellar at Sodom, 
ald could lengthen Life, 
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Night 4 Dream, . 3 
liver nom be forgotten, — 
ty's the Soul 


of living, | 
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T Life and we Dok ade oli 
Myrtillo, Darling of nd Fate, 

dunga wa a feat 4 Fade, 

end you Sir, one Letter, 

now 5 

e your Honours MP, 

Dear Tee ſent the Letter, 


leur now * faſt, 
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l to the Town of Wider, 
No filly Chloris, tell me no, 
New Reformation begins thro he Ba Ls 
Now the Ground 1 herd froze, D 
Now comes Joyful Peace, = „ 1.57% ; / 
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Walking down the Highlend Town, | 
FVbilft Content # wanting, 
a it ſome Cherubin, 
Vhen I viſit Calia; 
Har ails the fooliſh A 
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#/h It I with Grief di 

What's the worth of Health 'or Living 
o U that delight in 4, 
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CAPONID ES; 


Lyrical remarks Made on the famous Signior Ca- 


of Venice, and Sigmor Gallapo Friſco, 

\ © Me-aprioli Frontini the Horſe: Made a Conſul 
My the Roman Emperor Calticua a. Set 

oa Tune in the OpERRA of AnTiIocuns, 


OME blooming Honour get 

By Valour, ſome by Wit, 

And ſome have Titles met 
By the way of. Guinny; 


One long ſince, -and one now, 
Who if you don't allow, FR 
4 The Devil's in ye: 
bf Creatures I diſcourſe, 
no Who muſt your liking force: 
They muſt your liking force, 
11 As well as my diſtourſe, 
Calliguld's fine Horſe, 5 

And Nicol — © 
hi, hi, hi, hi, hi, hi —colini. 


OTA 


valiero Nico— Grimaldi, Knighted by the Doge : 
But two, moſt fam'd I thew, Fe. 
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f — — 
e made his ple A 
For his Italian Netoh® * 
A Crack- brain d Ninny ; 
A Dage too, as appears N 
With Squeaking, caught by th' Ears, v 
Amongſt the Chevaliers, 'y 
Plac'd Nico: 
And as the Horſe did bear, 
That Honour many a Year, 
For ſqualing Notes ſo Cleer, 
As you ſhall ſeldom hear, 
So does our Capon dear, 
Dear Nicol —, 
Ot, he, he, he, he, he, be — ear Nicol —, 


Yet Criticks bold and plain, 
As Envy ſtill will reign, 
For Head and comely Main, 
Cry up Frontini ; 
They ſay for Shapes before, 
Good qualitys ſome ſcore, 
He merits Honour more, 
Then Nicol —: 
Beſides wn autre choſe, 
More bleſt they him fuppoſe, 
. More bleſt they him ſuppoſe, 
For tho' the Grooms give blows, 
They have not cut out thoſe, 
Like Nicol — f 
Ni, bi, hi, bi, hi, hi, hi colini. 


But yet by Vocal ſtrain, 
And ſubtle dint of Brain, 
'Mongſt Engliſh Gentry vain, 
e gets the Penny, 

He Trills, and Gapes,and:$Struts, 
And Fricaſlee's.the Notes, 
Our Crew may crack their Gutts, 

They ne er will win ye: 
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bir ts to Binge Melancholy: 
For Quavering like a Lark, 
This rare diſabled Spark, 
Gets Ladies too i' th dark, HW 
Will bug chis Le of Mate, 

c IAI 
Smooth Mel —; | 
li, bi, bi, bi, bi, bi, —colini. 


But now to cauſe our Woe, 
Why Chanter will you go, 
Fop Bounty ſtill may flow, 
And many a Guinny ; 
You leave us, ſome do gueſs, 
To Build x ſumptuous place, 
To Seat your Noble Race, 
Like Valentini: 
But tho' we to our ſhames - 
Have Paid ye in Extreams, 
When e'er you leave the Thames, 
To rowl on Ocean ſtreams, 
Pray don't you call us Names, 
Sweet Nicol——, _ 
te, he, he, be, be, be, heet Nicol. 


4 PII ILS fo Purge Melancholy, 

A New Sons, Inſeib'd- to the brave Men o 
Kent, made in Honour of the Nobility anl 
Gentry of that Renown'd and Ancient County 
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HEN Harrold was Invaded, 

And falling loſt his Crown; 
nd Norman William waded p 
Through Gore to pull him down : | 
hen Countys round with fear profound, 
To mend their ſad Condition ; 
nd Lands to ſave, baſe Homage gave, 0 
Bold Kent made no Submiſſion. | 


ing, fone in Praiſe of Men of Kent, 
So Loyal brave and free ; 


Mongft Britain's Race, if one ſurpaſs | 2 
A Man of Kent is be. 5 


he hardy ſtout Free- hold ers 
That knew the Tyrant nee; , * 
Girdles, and on Shoulders, \ nn 3 EN 
A Grove of Oaks did bear: 

Vhom when he ſaw in Battle draw, 

And thought how he might need 'em ; 

e turn'd his Arms, allow'd cheir Terms, 

Compleat with noble Freedom: 

hen ſing in Praiſe, &c. 3 


* . * 
ane * 


and when by Barons wrangling, 
Hot Faction did Increaſe, 
And vile Inteſtine Janging, | 
| Had baniſh'd England's Peace; 
Ihe Men of Xen: to Battle went, 
They fear'd no Wild confuſion; 
ut joyn'd with York, ſoon did the work, 
And made a bleſt concluſion; 


D 3 At. 3» 


ben ſing in Praiſe, &c. 


6 
Ar Hunting, or the Race too, 
They ſprightly Vigour ſhew ; 
And at a Female Chaſe too, | 
None like à Kentiſh Beau: | 
All bleſt with Health, and as for Wealth, 
By Fortunes kind embraces ; 
A Yeoman grey ſhall oft out-weigh, 


A Knight in other places: 
Then fing in Praiſe, &c. 


The Generous, Brave and Hearty, 
All o'er the Shire we find; 
And for the Low-Church Party, 

They're of the Brighteſt Kind: 9p 
For _ and Laws, they. prop rhe Cauſe, 
r es N un . 

ey love with height the Moderate right, 

But hate the Crop-Ear'd Round · bead: 

Then ſing in Praiſe, &c. 


The promis'd Land of Bleſſing, 
For our Forefathers meant ; 
Is now, in right Poſſeſſing, 
For Canaan ſure was Rent: 
The Dome at Knol, by Fame etirolfd 4 raw 
The Church at Canterbury; 
The Hops, the Beer, the Cherrys: here, ah 
May fall a famous Story. $622 5 
Then Sing in Praiſe of Kentiſh Men, 
So Loyal, Brave and Free; 
*Mongft Britain's Race, if one ſurpaſc, 
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4 Man of Kent is He. | Sb 
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in OD Non Maxy: Set by Mr. Henry 
Purcell, and tbe Notes #0 bs found in bis Or- 
pheus Brittanicus. | : 


16 H on a Throne of glittering Ore 

H Exalted by Almi pe , 

Out-ſhining the bright Jem ſhe wore, 
The Gracious Gleriana ſate. 


The dazling Beams of Majeſty, 

Too fietce for mortal Eyes to ſee; 

She veil'd, and with a ſmiling Broß, 

She raught th admiring World below. =, 


Since Verrue is the chicfeſt good, 7 
Gay Power ſhould only be her Dreſs ; 

Which often taints the pureſt Blood, 
Free Conſcience is tlie ſolid Peace. 


Glory is but a Flattering dream 
Of wealth, that is not, tho' it ſeem ; 
Falſe Viſion whoſe vain Joys do make 
Poor Mortals poorer, when they wake. 
The ing croud of Slaves that Bow, 
With praiſe could ne er my Sence controul; - 
Vaſt Pyramids of State ſeem low, 
So much above it fits my Soul. 


She ſpoke, whilſt Gods unſeen, that ſtood 
Admiring one ſo Great, ſo Good; 

Flew ſtraight to Heaven, and all along, 
Bright Glorians was their Song. 
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Advice to the Ladies. 


Adies of London, both Wealthy. and Fair, 
Whom every Town Fop is purſuing ; - 

ill of your Purſes and Perſons take care, 

The greateſt Deceit lies in Wooing: 

om the firſt Rank of Beaux Eſprit, 

Their Vices therefore I diſcover, +. 

own to the baſeſt Mechanick degree, 

Thar ſo you may chaſe out a lover. 


rſt for the Courtier, look to his Eſtate, 
Before he too far be procceding ; 
e of Court Favours and Places will prate, 
And ſettlements make of his — 

or wear the Voak with dull Country Souls, 
Who though they are fat in their Purſes; 
uſh with Briftles and Toping full Bowls, 
Make Love to their Dogs and their Horſes. 


t above all, the rank Citizens hate, 
The Court, or the Country chooſe rather; 
ho'd have a Block- head that gets an Eſtate, 
By Sins of the Cuckold his Father: 


Like Apptentices Huffing and Ranting; 
It puts his Sword on without Temple- Bar, 
o go to White-Hall a Gallanting. 


et no ſpruce Officer keep you in awe, 

The Sword is a thing T ranſitory ; 

or be blown up by the Lungs of the Law, 
A World have been cheated before you: 
don yqu will find your Captain grown bold, 
And then 'twill be hard to o'ercome him; 
nd if the Lawyer touch your Copy- hold, 
The Devil will ne'er get it from him: 


| 


e. like the Plague, the rough Tarpawling Boys, 


That Couct you with lying Bravadoes; - + 
Iring your. Senſes with Bombaſt and Noiſe; 
And Stories brought from the Barbadoes: 
B 5 
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he ſneaking. Clown all —— does Marr; 


42 
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And ever ſhun the Doctor, that Fool, 

Tiki Jour Nails, ant or ig you Ciel ſhop, 
your Pulle, and peeps ig you 

Then ſets up a 2800 Phyfleian, 


But if your Humour have ſuch roving fits,. 
As muſt upon Wedlock be treating ; 
ng to M's Coffee Honſe you'll find ſome Wits; 
Who live upon Sharping and —— 
They wear good Cloatlis, and Powder their. Whiggs, 
And Swear 01 a Dear and a Honey; _ 
And their whole Lives ſpend in rampant Intri 
Oh, they are the Men for. my Money. 


* . - 
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Advice io the Beaus; To the foregoin 


une. 


LL Jolly Rake-hells that Sup at the Roſe, 
A And Midnight Intrigues are contriving; 
Courtiers, and all you that ſer up for Mu, 

I'll give ye good Councel in Wiving;; 
"Now the fair Sex, muſt pardon m 'F 

If once I dare ſwerve my TY 
Old Roſa crucians, found ſpots in the Stars; 
Then why not I Errors in Beauty. 


Shun the Cits Daughter whom a. Gentleman gots. 
Whilſt he the Old Cauſe was revenging ; 

Pred up at School to Sing, Dance, and wotinet; 
Yer walks as ſne mov'd with an Engine: 

Nor be by the Orphans Treaſure provok d, 
The Chamber is Empty you fee, Sir; 

Ne'er hope to keep, a fine Cabinet lock'd, 
When every Farr'd, Gown has a-Key, Sir. 


Prius to Pabgy Melencholy,. 1 
he Country Nymph-that looks freſh as a Roſe, -. 
Whoſe Innocent Grace does o'er rule ye; 8 
lobbles in Gate, and treads. in with her Toes, - - 
Ah, take a great care leaſt ſhe fool ye: 
he looks as if the knew not what's what, 
Vet — her to Town to a Play, Sir; 1 
don you'll perceĩve, that ſhe'll fall from her Trott, 
And Modiſhly coms- to her Pace Sir. | 


he Buxom Widdow with Bindore and Peak, 
Her Conſcience as black as her Cloathing; . 

f in a Corner you ever make Squeak, 

I'll give you ynture for nothing: 

he ſtill will plague ye with her Law imiles, - 
She'll anſwer your Court by Attorney; 

ou love-riding' in ottiers old Boors, 
or God's ſake male haſt with your .Fourney. - 


t above all Sirs, deſpiſe che Cut. 

She'll Sacrifice Love to Ambition; 

ho takes a Wife chat. but thinks ſhe's a Wit, 

Is in a moſt ' woful condition: 3 24 

he'll make her Conſcience ſtretch like her Glove 
And now, tho' ſhe vows equal-Paſſion; 

erjur'd next moment, forſwear all her Love, 
And make a meer Jeſt of Damnation.- 


he Maids of Honour, like fortifi'd Towns, 
Will give you Repulſe if you venture; 
ulwark'd by Vertue and ti Gowns, 
The Devil himſelf cannot enter: 

ut if by Love's dear Bribe you get in, 

And for fatal Wedlock importune; - 
jou don't ſtraight ga to Law wich the Queen, - 

ou'll ne*er get one Gtoat of their Fortune. 


ut if your Zeal for a Wife be ſo ſtrong,: 
That nothing can cool the fierce Paſſion, 
1. to the Reſe, and ſteal out Mrs. Long. 

he'll male the beſt Spouſe in the Nation: 
be ſounds the Brains of all the young Sotts, 
That come their to taſt her Elixir; 
e ttle Flask bottles, and le king Pint pots, 4 
Are framing a ſine Coach ad ſiu Sir., 1 


12 Pitts to Purge Melanchoh, 


the nates; Vingies he, 2 % hi 


| . unc. 8 
V O U that delight in a Jocular Song, , nk 
Come liſten unto me a while, Sir ; PP 


ww — 
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I will engage — ſhall not tarry long, 
Before it ſhall make you to ſmile, Sir: 

Near to the Town there liv'd an old Man, » ( 
Had three pretty Maids to his Daughters; | kn 

Of whom I will tell ſuch a ſtory anon, 
Will tickle your Fancy with Laughter. 


'The old Man had in his Garden a Pond, 
'T was in very fine Summer Weather; 
The Daughters one Night they were all very fond, War 
To go and Bath in it together: 


Which they agreed, but happen'd to'be, 


} 
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O'er heard by a Youth in the Houſe, Sir; W 

Who got in the Garden, and climb'd up a Tree, t 

Andthere ſate as ſtill as a Mouſe, Sir. He 

| | 1 

The Branch where he ſat it hung over the Pond, He 
At each puff of Wind he did totter; 

Pleas'd with mne Thoughts he ſhould fit abſcond, v 


And ſee them go into the Water: 
When the Old Man was ſafe in his Bed, | 
The Daughters then to the Pond went, Sir; 
One to the other two laughing ſhe ſaid, 
As high as our Bubbies we'll venture. 


Upon the tender green Graſs they ſat down, 
hey all were of delicate Feature; 
Each plnck'd off her Petticoat, Smock, and Gown, 
No ſight it could ever be ſweeter: . ; 
Into the Pond then dabling they went, 
So clean that they needed no Waſhing ; - 
Pur they Were all ſo unluckily bent, 
Like Boys they began to be daſhing. 


of 


EY 
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ny body ſhould ſee us, ſays one, | 
hey'd- think we were boding of Evil; : 53% 
from the ſight of us quickly would run; 
and avoid ſo many white Devils: 
is put the Youth in a merry Pin, | 
e let go his Hold thro' his Laughter ; 
d as it fell out, he fell tumbling in, 
And ſcar'd them all out of the Water. 


e Old Man by this time a Noiſe-had heard, 
Ind roſe out of Bed in a Fright, Sir; 

d comes to the Door with a Ruſty old Sword, 
here ſtood in a Poſture to fight, Sir: 

e Daughrers they all came tumbling in, 

And over their Dad they did blunder; 2 
ho cry'd out aloud, Mercy, . good Gentlemen, 
And thought they were Thieves came to Plunder. 


he Noiſe by this time the Neighbours had heard, 

Who came with long Clubs to aſſiſt him 
told them three bloody — run up Stairs, 

He dar'd by no means to reſiſt them: 

vr they were Cloathed all in their Buff, 

He ſee as they ſhov'd in their Shoulders; 

nd black Bandaleers hung before like a ruff, 

Which made them believe they were Soldiers. 


he Virgins their Cloaths in the Garden had left, 
And Keys of their Trunks in their Pockets; 

o put on the Sheets they were fain to make ſhift, _ _ 
Their Cheſt they could not unlock it: 

t laſt ventur'd up theſe Valiant Men, 

Thus armed with Courage undaunted; 

ut took them for Spirits, and run back again, 
And ſwore that the Houſe it was Haunted. 


they Retreated the young Man they met, | 


„ 


Come ſhivering in at the Door, Sir; 9 
ho look'd like a Rat with his Cloaths dropping wet; 
No Rogue that was Pump'd could look worſet: 4 


_ 
1 


* 
A * 
All: | 
. , * 
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All were amazed to ſee him come inn 
And ask'd of him what was the Matter? 
He told them the Story, and where-he had been, 
Which ſet them all in a Laugliter, * 


Quoth the old Daddy. E was in a huff, 
And reckon'd to cut them aſunder; 
Thinking they: bad been three Soldiers in Buff, 
That came here to rifle and Plunder: 
But they are my Daughters whom I loved, 
All Frighted from private Diverſion ; 
Therefore I'll put 4 ruſty Sword, 
For why ſhould' I be in a Paſſion; 


A Conſolutory ODE to Her Majeff 
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Oyal Hora dry up your Tears, 
To cheer the Allies, no longer ſigh and Mou 
Providence bleſſes your happy Affairs, 
And reſolves for your Lois to make return: 
"Albion's Trophies flouriſh each Hour, 
There Glory by Fame inſpir'd gives raviſhing ſo 
Hora, whilſt Marcian diſpoſes her Pow'r, 
Is the Umpire of Arms, all Europe round; 
Thus the Mu/e, tho' ill rewarded and unregarded, - 
Sings loud with Prophetical hope; 
Great Britain's fears are over, 
We'll ſoon Recover, | 
Our dangerous Malady, ; 
Oallia ſhan't profit by Orroman Unity, 
Sweden ſhall fly before Bears of Cold Muſceey, 
Spight of Bravadoes of Orleans, and Burgunay, 
Boufflers or Vendoſme, 
Or late baffled Troops of the Pope. 
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\ PARALLEI :- The Fin mats is: 
| Tune of Mr. Eccles's, 241 
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The cauſe 1 e. 
But our new Engliſh breed, 
No Prophets do need, 
For each one here ſeeks his own Ruin, 


With grumbling and Jarrs, 
We promote Civil Wars, 
And Preach u p falle Tenets too many; 
We Snarl, and we Bite, 
We Rail, and we Fighr 
For Religion, yet no man has any. 


| Then him let's commend, 
That's true to his Friend, 
And the Chyrch, that rhe Senare does ſett le; 
Who delights not in 
But draws when he ſhou 4 
And bravely ne er Shrinks from the Battle. 


Who rails not at King, 
| Nor at Politick things, 
Nor Treaſon will ſpeak when he's Mellow 
| —— — _ TY 
. . To King George's Succ 
This, this is che honeſt braye fellow. 
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5 and ae | men nd 2 ma 
aret and Thomas 
Vh Kickin, and Rit he Wil 
ick the Plow-man, and Jean of the 
olace their Lives, and to fweeterr Ar 
met on a tima with a Pipe and Tabor, 


ew was Cloarhed'in Sh $s Grey; 
nd Na had put on his iduy Jacket 3 
had + Coat off Pin- jay, 


nd Madge had a Ribbon hung down to her — 
_ 2 in Frize, m and Fockey in Lea 


ey began all to Foot it together. 


Theit 
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Their Heads and their Arms about them they fluny 
With all the Might and Force they had; 
Their Legs went like Flays, and as Jooſely hung, 
They Cudgel'd their Arfes as if they were Mad; 
Their Faces did ſhine, and their Fires did kindle, 
While the Maids they did trip and turn like a Spi 


Andrew chuck'd Maudlin under the Chin, 
Simper ſhe did like a Furmiry Kettle ; 
The twang of whoſe blubber lips made ſuch a: din 
As if her Chaps had been made of Belk-metal: 
Kate Laughed heartily at the ſame ſmack, | 
And loud ſhe did anſwer it with a Bum-crack, 


At no Whitſun- Ale. there e er yet had been, 
Such Frayſters and Friskers as theſe Lads and 
From their Faces the Sweat ran down to be ſeen, 
But ſure I am, much more from their Arſes ; 
For had you but ſeen't, you then would have ſwor 
You never beheld the like ſince you were Born. 


ere they did fling, and there they did hoiſt; 
Gore —— Breath, and there — a Savour:; 
Here they did glance, and there they did gloiſt, 

Here they did Simper, and there they did Slayer 
Here was a Hind, and their was a Placket, 
Whilft, hey ! their Sleeves went Flicket-a-flacket. 


7” "i : ; 14 
The Dance. being ended, they Sweat and they Stun, 
The Maidensdid ſmirk ĩt, the Youngſters did-Kiſs's 
Cakes and Ale flew about, they clapp'd hands and dr 
They laugh'd and they gigl'd until they bepiſt al 
They laid the Girlsdown, and gave each a green Man 
While their Breaſts and their Bellies went ſts ＋ 
. a” | Fam 
E.. 
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I XAT HEN the World firſt knew creation, 


A Rogue was a top, a Rogue was a top profeli 
When there were no more in all Nature but Four, 
There were two of them in Tranſgreſſion: 
And the Seeds are no leſs, 
Since that you may gueſs, 
But have in all Ages been growing apace 
There's Lying, and Thieving, 
Craft, Pride, and Deceiving, 
Rage, Murder, and Roaring, 
Ra 0 Inceſt, and Whori , 
Branch out from one Stock, the rank Vices in Vc 
And make all Mankind one Gygantical Rogue. 


View all human Generation, 

Vou'll find in every Station, 
Lean Vertue decays, whilſt Intereſt ſways 
| Th' ill Genius of the Nation; : 
All are Rogues in degrees, The Lawyer for Fees, 
The Courtier Le cring, and the Alderman ſqueez; 
The Canter, the Toper, the 7 75 Interloper, 
The Punk and the Practice of 10 gropet; _ 
Bur of all, he that fails our true Rites to maintai 
And deſerts the Cauſe Royal is deepeſt in grain. 


He that firſt ro mend the matter, 

Made Laws to bind our Nature, 
Shou'd have found a way to make Wills obey, 
And have Modell d new the Creature; 

For the Savage in Man, from Original ran, 
And in ſpighr of Confinement now — ag t begs 
Here's Preaching and Praying, and Reaſon diſplayit 
Vet Brother with Brother, is Kilfing and SIxy Ing ; 
Then blame not the Rogue that free Senſc· don ent 
Then falls like a Log, and belieyes be All Me. 


Card of Wind ſor 


4 xzwBALLAD, 
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] Ear tothe Town of Windſor, upon a pleaſant C 
There liv'd a Miller's Daughter, =_ Age 

| | | ighte 
A Skin as white as Alablaſter, and a killing Eee 
A round Plump bonny Buttock joyn'd to a taper Th 
Then ah! be kind, my Dear, be kinder, was the Dith 
When Pretty Kate of Windſor came to the Mill. 


To treat with her in Private, firſt came a Booby 89 
He offer'd ten broad Pieces, bur ſhe refus'd the hire 
She ſaid his Corn was muſty, nor ſhould her Toll-diſhi 
His Meaſure too ſo ſcanty, ſhe fear'd 'twould burn 

Then ah. be kind, &c. ( 


Soon after came a Lawyer, as he the Circuit went, ] 
He ſwore he'd Cheat her Landlord, and ſhe RE | 
| | (no m 
He queſtion'd the Fee ſimple; but him ſhe plainly tc 
I'll keepin ſpight of Law Tricks, mine own dear Co N 


( | 


The next came on a Trooper, that didof Fighting : 
Till ſhe pull'd out his Piſtol, and knock'd him y f 
4 | | ; a «<= ia24 at 
hate, ſhecry'd, a Hector, a Drone without à ſting, 
For if you muſt be Fighting Friend, go do it for. 
"Then ah! be kind, &c. e 


Then ah! be kind, &c. | 


* 


A late diſcarded Courtjer, would next her favour wi 
He offer'd her a Thouſand when e'er King Famescamei 
She Jaugh'd at that extreamly, and ſaid it was too ſmal 
For if he e&'er comes in again, you'll get the Devil and 
Then aß! be kind, &c. 2-600 


Next came a ſtrutting Sailor that was of Mates degie 
He bragg'd much of his Valour in the late Fight at Sei 
She told him his Bravado's but lamely did appear, 
For if you had ſtood to't, you Rogues, the French. h 
Then ab! be kind, &c. (ne er came hen 


L 


| | In: 
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hopkeeper of Londen then open'd his Love Caſe, 


told her he was Famous for hy wo an Addreſs; 
told City-wiſdom was known by their Affairs, 


hd; Hot was full of Wit too in choice of Sheriffs and © 
7 IMayors. 
en h! be kind, &c. | 
xt came a ſmug Phyſician upon a Pa ing Mare, ms 
ſhe declar'd ſhe lik d him much — than any 


there; 
was ſo us'd to Gliſters, ſhe told him eo his 1 — 
always would be bobbing his Pipe at the wrong 


rn [place. 
| hen ah! be kind, &c. | pa 
it, Parſon of the Town then did next his fan 10 
di veal, 
Re made him ſecond Mourning, and cover'd hi A, 
te f ; 
0 Man of God flood frrting, he bid him gor be 
| vert, 
ill ferve you for a Surplice to Cant in Sunday next. 
p ben ah! ' + of og = 
pn v if you'd know the reaſon The was to them . 
ng re was a brisk young Farmer that taught her li 
ort a | [ro grind ; 
Ki knew him for a Workman that had the read 
Lskill, 
i open well her Water gate, and beſt ſupply her 
* | | TMAlL 
_ ah:! be kind, my Dear, be kinder, was the Ditey fin, 
ben Pretty Kate of Windſor came ro the Mil. 


nent JL. Il. C Tom | | 
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TOM and DOLL. 
Or, the Modeſt Maid's Delight. p 
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Hen the Kine had giv'n a Pail full, 3 
And the Sheep came bleating home; 
A who _ — be dealchfuf 
ent a wa With young Tom: 
Hand in band Sir, 
O''re the Land Sir, 
s they walked to and fro; 
Tom made jolly Love to Dolly, 
at WAS anſwer'd, No, no, no, no, #0, &c. 


ith, ſays Tom, the time is fitting, 
We ſhall never get the like ; 
du can never get from Knitting, 
Whilſt I'm digging in the Dike : 
Now we're gone too, 
And alone too, 
o one by to ſee or know; 
Come, come, Dody, prithee ſhall I? 
ill ſhe anſwer'd, No, no, no, no, &c. 


upon you Men, quoth Dody, 
In what ſnares you'd make us fall; 
du'Il get nothing but the folly, 
But | fhall get the Devil and all: 
Tom with ſobs, 
And ſome dry Bobs, 
ry'd, you're a fool to argue ſo; 
Come, come, Doly, ſhall I? ſhall 1? 
ill ſhe anſwer'd, No, no, no, #0, &c. 


o the Tavern then he took her, 

Wine to Love's a Friend confeſt ; 

the hand he often ſhook her, 

And drank brimmers to the beſt, &e. 
Doll grew warm, 

| And thought no harm; 

ill after a brisk Pint or two, 

To what he ſaid the filly Maid, 

ould hardly bring out, No, no, us, v0, &e. 


C2 She 
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She ſwore he was the prettieſt Fellow 
In the Country or the Town, 
And began to grow ſo mellow, 
On the Couch he laid her down; 
Tum came to her, 
For to woe her 
Thinking this the time to try : 
Something paſt ſo kind at laſt, 
Her no was chang'd to 1, 1, I, I, I, I, &c. 


:Cloſely then they joyn'd their Faces, 
Lovers you know what I mean; 
Nor could ſhe hinder his Embraces, 
Love was now too far got in; 
Both now lying, 
Panting dying, 
Calms ſucceed the ſtormy Joy, 
Tom would fain renew't again, 
And ſhe conſents with I, I, I, I, I. I, G.. 


eee 
The Lovers Vhims. 4 New Sox. 
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WW Hen I make a fond Addreſs, 
Then Phil, ſeems cruel ; 
Tho! I talk of fad Diſtreſs, 
Yet ſhe ſtill frowns; | 
But the coyneſs that ſhe ſhews, 
a m 7 — 0 
t in others ſto ole, 
My Delight Ie : 
When ſhe makes the houſe Ring, 
Then a Bottle I bring ; 
And if her Voice is, 
Swell'd with Noiſes, 
Tope my Glaſs and Sing. 


Ever have I lov'd a Laſs 
Of Phil's Humour; 
Let her Scold and Screw her Face 
Twenty Thouſand ways, 
Wich the Frolicks I return, 
T'le always o'recome her, 
And the more ſhe ſeems to Scorn, 
Me the more ſhe'll pleaſe : 
Take the ſoftly ſhe, 
Tamely then agree, 
The Spritely ſpeaking, 
Not the ſneaking, 
Is the Laſs for * 
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Uſt when the young and bloomin n_ Spring, 
Had melted down the Winter Snow ; 

nd in the Grove the Birds did -; 

Their charming Notes on ev'ry 

oor Willy ſate bemoaning his fats, 

op — _ | 

or loving, loving, loving, 

And d el dia roo aa 

las! he'd cry, that I muſt dye, 

For pretty Kate of Edenbrough. 


was late at a Wedding houſe, 
When Lords and Ladies danc'd all arow ; 
ut Mey ſaw nene ſo prerry a Laſs, 
As pretty Kate of Eaenbrough. 
er bright Eyes, with ſmiling Joys, 
Dia ſo ſurpriſe ; 
nd ſomething, ſomething, ſomething - 
Elſe that ſhot him through: 
hus My lies entranc'd in Joys, 


With pretty Kate of Edoibrouyh. 


The God of Love was Wily's friend, 
And caſt an Eye of Pity down; 

d ſtraight a fatal Dart did fend, 
The cruel Virgin's Heart to wound: 
ow wp Dream 3s all of him, 
Who ſtill does ſeem 

ore lovely, lovely, lovely, 

Since the Marriage Vow: 

Thus Mily lies entranc'd in Joys, 
With pretty Rate of Edenbrough. 


* 


C 4 The 
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The JitTs, a SONG. 
Sung to the KING at Wincheſter. 


N a Bank inflowry June, 
When Groves are green and gay ; 
In a ſmiling Afternoon, A 
With Doll young Wily lay: 5 
They thought none were to ſpy em, 
But Nel ſtood liſt'ning by em; 
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Dh fye! Del cry d, no, I vow, I'de rather dye; 
an wrong my only : 
oth Nell, that I ſhall ſee. | 


rting pain the Virgin finds, 

though by Nature taught, 

en ſhe firſt ro Man inclines ; 

Duoth Net I'll venture that. 

n who would looſe a Treaſure 

ſuch a puney Pleaſure ? 

ot I, not I, no, a Maid I'll live and dye, 
to my Vow be true: | 

oth Nel, the more fool you. 


my Cloſer PIl repair, 

nd Godly Books peruſe ; 

n devote my ſelf to Pray'r, „ 

Nuoth Nel, and — uſe; 

Men are all perfidious, 

I will be Religious. | 
all, fly all, whil'ſt I have Breath deny ye all, 

the Sex I now deſpiſe: : | 

dth Nell, by G- d ſhe lies. 


thful Blood o' re ſpreads her Face; 

hen Nature prompts to Sin: 

deſty ebbs out apace, 

nd Love as faſt flows in: 

e Swain that heard this ſchooling, 

am'd, left off his fooling ; 

ill me, kill me, now I am ruin'd, let me dye: 
have damn'd my Soul to Hell; 

her once again, cries Ne#. 


34 
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To SYLVIA. 
4 Sox ſet to a New Playbouſe Tane. 
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ate and Ambition, alas! will deceive 5 
There's no ſolid Joy but the Bleſſing of Love; 

prn does of Pleaſure fair Sylvia bereave ye, 

Y our Fame is not perfect till that you remove: 

dnarchs that ſway the vatt Globe in their Glory, 
now Love is their brighteſt Jewel of Pow'r; 

or Philemon's Heart was ordain'd to adore ye, 

Ah! then diſdain his Paſſion no more: | 


eon his Throne was the Victim of Beawry;. 
His thunder laid by, he fram Heaven came downy 
ip'd like a Swan, to fair Lada paid Duty, | 
And prfz'd her far more than his Heay'nly crown: 
e t00 Was pleas'd with her beautiful Lover, 

And ſtroak d his white Plums, and feaſted her Eye; 
s Cunning in wo knew well how to move her, 
By Billing begins the buſineſs of Joy. 15 
} 


* 
* 
, 


ce Divine Powers Examples have given, 

If we ſhould not follow their Precepts, we ſin: 
re twill an Affront to their Heaven, 
If when the Gate opens we enter not in. | 
auty my Deareſt was from the beginning, 
Created to calm our Amorous Rage; 0 
d the that * that Decree will be ſinning, 

In Youth ſtill will find the Curſe of old Age. 
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A7E al to conqu ring Beauty bow, 
Its pleaſing Pow'r admire; 

I ne'er knew a Face'till now, 

hat like yours could inſpire. 

w may ſay, I met with one, 

\mazes all Mankind ; 

d like Men gazing on the Sun, 


ith too much light am blind. 


as the tender moving. Sighs, 

When longing Lovers meet; 

e the dividing Prophets wiſe; 

\nd like blown Roſes ſweet : 

ddeſt, yet Gay; Reſerv'd, yet Free; 
Each happy Night a Bride; 

Mein like awful — 

And yet no ſpark of Pride, 


e Patriarch, to gain a Wife, 

Chaſt, Beautiful, and Young: - 

ry'd fourteen Years a painful Life, 
And never thought em long. 

b! were to reward ſuch Cares, 
And Life ſo long couldſt ſtay ; 

vt fourteen, but four hundred Years, 
Would ſeem: but as one Day. 


— — — —ä— —— — — —„—' — 
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The DISTRUST. 


A New Sons, ſet to Muſick by Mr. Jo 
Lenton. 
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N O, filly ch. 
Tell me no ſuck Stories, 
rue gen'rous Love can never undo e 
When! deſert ye, | 
« Let age — 1 
rm ev'ry Fop that now does ue ye: 
ge all human Nature, | 
u Cen Creature. 5 
* omplexiom, 2 
— ry Face and Fenture; 
And when e're I dye, 
You'll too late deſcry, 
one ever yer did Love ſo well as BY 


Curſe on Ambition, 

What a bleſs'd condition ; 

Lovers were in, not aw'd by that Demon; 

Then cruel Cloris ! 

Careleſs of Vain-Glories, 

ould reap more Blifs than Pride e er could dream on 2 
No Sat _ no dying. 


Si die 8 122 
When the ell is flying ; 
But truly wiſe, 

Dirt ſhe would 
00 own her Love the Crown of a] Ker Joys 


The 
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The PASSION. 
Set to Mufok by Mr. Samuel Akeroyd. 
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all the Pow'rs! I love you ſo, 
ſothing's ſa dear to me below; 
when I would your ſcorn forſake, 
Angel turns, and brings me back: 
tho' my Heart's not fool'd with caſe, 
you may break it when you pleaſe ; 

is noble, and does rather dare to dye, 
languiſh and deſpair. 


tell me not that Men deceive, 

if you'd be believ d, believe; 
Heart, like Tapers ſhut in Urns, 
Iſt Love gives matter ever burns: 
nce kindneſs has refiſtleſs Charms, 
_ wanting Youth, decays ; 
ake haſt, and fly into my Arms, 
crown my bleis d remaining Days 


ep 
8 
2 


an 
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Joy after Sorrow. 7 


A New Sownc. The Words made to the 
D*Aumonds Minuet. 
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ET Bwgundy flow, 
Let the Glaſs run o er, let the Glaſs run o'er 
To cure all our Woe, (boys, 
the Glaſs run over the Brim, 
Though Auns is gone, | 
nk of it no more, think df it no more boys, 
Great George now comes on, 
ſt away your Bumpers to him, 
Tho' the Feuds were ſo big 
'Twixt the Ny and Whigg 
at the Miſchiefs purſuing prov 8 4 almoſt our Ruin, 
Like a Propher I know; 
They will be no more ſo, 
ve a King will unite now both High-Church and Low, 


And now your Hand's in 


it in, fl it 
To all theſe ie op ain hr 
d their 3 to Lerrain bear ſtrong, 


Who frentick with Pride 
Idly durſt defend, lately the Pretender, 
And if I'm not wide, 
be ſure to pay ſor't er long, 
Nor a ll Glaſs let's have 
To the Catalan: brave, 
ho held out with a Glory, not equall'd in _—_— 
For not Ceſar in Gaul. 
Nor the great 


Hannibal, 
Ir equali'd their Chief, with a number ſo finall. 
A 
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A Sonc, ſung in my Play of the Campai 
extreamly divertive, juſt after Mr. 
vile Satyr upon Poets and the Stage, Set 
Tune of Mr. Henry Purcell's. 
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E Reformation begins thro' the Nation, 

And our grumbling Sages, that hope for good wages, 

Dire& us the way : 

of the Muſes, then cloak. your Abuſes, 

leaſt you ſhou'd r on pious Example, 

Obſerve and obey. 

frenzy Curers, and ſtubborn Nonjurors, * 

vant of Diverſion, now ſcourge the leud Times: 

've hinted, they've printed, our vein it profane is, | 
And worſt of all Crimes; | 

clod pated Railers, Smiths, Coblers.and Colliers, | 

Have damn'd all our Rhimes. | 


er the Notion of Zeal for Devotion, | 
Humour has fir'd em, or rather inſpir'd 'em, 
To tutor the Age : | 
if in Seaſon, you'd know the true Reaſon ; 
hopes of Preferment, is what make the Vermin, 
Now rail at the Stage. 
olds and Canters, with Scruples and Banters; 
Old Forty-one Peal, againſt Poetry ring: 
let State Revolvers, and Treaſon Abſolvers, 
Excuſe me if I ling, 
Rebel that chuſes to cry down the Mules, 
u'd cry down the King. 


46 P1115 to Purge Melenchoh, 
Gillian of Croyden, a New Ballad : The 


made to the Tune of a Country Dance, Ir. 
Mall Peatly. : 
— The A 

* . * A 
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E Holiday laſt Summer, | 
From four to feven by Cryyden Chimer, + ; | 
e Laſſes toping Rummers, ö 
re ſet a prating of the Times, 

A Wife calPd Joan of the Mill, 

A Maid call'd bonny brown Net, 
tes Joan Glee Rath mes of es 
„Gillian, young Gillian, Jolly Gillian o 

off your Glaſb, cry'd Gillian of Croyden, ; 
A Health to our Maſter III. 


| 
| 
Joan, cry'd the Maiden, | 
| 
| 


his Peace will bring in Mill'd Money ſto 

now ſhan't miſs of Trading, " 

d Sweet-hearts will come on thick ye Whore; 
No more will they fight and kill, 

But with us goed Liquor will ſwill: | 
ſe will be rare Times, cry d Gillian of Cryyden, Gillian | 
Croydon, Gillian, young Gillian, plump Gillian of | 
den, take off your Glaſs, cry'd Gillian of Crgyden, | 
A Bumper to Maſter Will. 


e've now right Underſtanding, 
lens, Dick, and Mownſieur ſhakes Hands i'th' Streets, 
goons too are disbanding, 
adzooks, then Nelly let's watch our Sheets, 

For a Red-coat you know that has Will, 

Can plunder and pilfer with Skill ; | 
look to my Smocks, cry'd Gillian of Creyden * 
lian of Croyden, Gillian, bold Gillian, wary Gillias of 
yaen, take off your Glaſs, cry'd Gillian of Croyden, 
A Health to our Maſter #711. 


|, then with Arms a-Kembo, 
ry'd News ſrom Sea not ſo well does come; 
r want of Captain Bembo, 
The Chink and Peng? are ſafe got home: 
Tho' he could nat help that III, 
The Fault lies in fame Body ſtill, 
ou'd that Rogue were hang d, cry'd Gillian of Creyden, 
lien of Creyden, Gillian, plump Gillian, Loyal Gil. &c. 
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Strange Lordswill now come over, | 
And all our Bells will ring out for Joy; 

The Czar' of Muſcover | 
'Who is, Lord bleſs him, ſome ten Foot high 

Iii ſee whate'er comes oth Mill, 

Wou'd our Lads were like him, cry'd Well, 
Great pity they an't, cry'd Gillian of Croyden, Gill 
Croyden, Gillian, young Gillian, Tall Gillian of 

Nevertheleſs, cry'd Gillian of Creyden, 
| A Bumper to Maſter II. | 


Strange News, the Jacks of the City | 
Have got, cry'd Joan, but we mind no Tales; 
That our good King thro' wonderful 710, 
Will give his Crown to the Prince of Wales, 
That Peace may the ſtronger be ſtill, 
And that they may no longer rebel, 
Piſh ! pox tis'a Jeſt, cry'd Gillian of Croyden, Gilli 
Croyden, Gillian, bold Gillian, witty Gillian of Cry, 
Take off © — Glaſs, cry'd Gillian of Croyden, - 
A Health to our Maſter ll. | 


So 8 theſe Laſſes, 5 
Till Tables, Chairs, and Stools went round, 
Strong Wine, and thumping Glaſſes, 
In three ſhort Hours their Senſes drown'd : 
Then home to her Grannum reel'd Nell, 
And Joan no more Brimmers could fill, 
And off from her Chair drop'd Gillian of Croyden, Gil 
Of Croyden, Gillian, plump Gillian, drunk Gillia 
Creyden, here's the laſt drop, cry'd Gillian of Creyd 
A Bumper to Maſter 711. IT 
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S oN to Cera, who was ford to Mar- 
y another, her Lover being abſent : Made to 
be Amiable Vanqure. 
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H, tell me no more of your Duty or Vow, 
& 4 That Change of Condition no Love can allo 
I ſtill muſt Importune, 
For what my curſt Fortune, 
15 Loſt I know not how! 
And ſince ſuch ill chances have often been Comn 
That Wealth or Women we're fated to loſe 
"Tis fit we our ſelves ſhould mend ſuch abu 
And make with our fetters, 
The beſt of bad matters; 
In Wedlocks Trappan, 
By taking occaſion, 
To eaſe our wrong d Paſſion 
As well as we can. 


== poppin to yo, 
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1 Golden Age is come, 
The Winter Storms are gone; 
Flowers ſpread and bloom, 
And ſmile to ſee the Sun: 


Who daily gilds the Groves, 
And calms the Air and Seas ; | 
Nature ſeems in love, 


When all the World's in peace. 


Ye Rogues go ſaddle Bad, 
Tie to Newmarket ſcour ; 
You never mind when I call, 
You ſhould have been ready this hour: 


For there are the Sports and the Games, 
Wichout any plotting of State; 

From Treaſon, or any ſuch ſhame, 
Deliver us, deliver us, Oh Fate 


Let's be to each other a Prey, 

To be cheated be ev'ry ones lot; 
Or chows'd any ſort of way, 
But by another Plot. 


Let Cullies that loſe at a Race, 
Go venture at Hazard and win; 

And he that is bubbled at Dice, 
Recover it at Cocking again. 


Loet Jades that are founder'd be bought, 
Let Jockeys play Crimp to make ſport; 
For faith it was ſtrange mechought, 
To ſee Tinker beat the Court. 


Each corner of the Town | 
Rings with perperual noiſe, 

The Oyſter-bawling Clowa 
Joyns with Hot Pudding-pies: 


33 
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Who botlr in Conſort 
To vend rheir ſinking Ware; 
The drowzy God of 581 +; 
Has no nion here; 


Hey-boys, the hy rtr, 
f the Mate and Gelding run; 
III hold ye five Guinea? to four, 
He'lt beat her and give half a Stone. 


Gad Dam-me cries Bully, tis done, 
Or elſe I'm the Son of a Whore; 
* would I could meet with a Man 

ill offer it, will offer it once more. 


Set; ſee the damn'd Vice of this Town, 
A Pop that was ſtarving of late, 

And ſearcely could borrow a Crown, 
Puts in to run fot the Plate. ; 


Another makes 127 4 Tradt, 
And dreams of his Projects to cdhe 
And many à crimp Match has made, 
By bubbing another Maii's Groot. 


The Towpfmen are Whigyiſh, Cod rot 'em 


Their Hearts are but Loyal by fits; 
For if we ſhould ſearch to the bottom) 
They're naſty as their Streets. 


But now all Hearts beware, 
See, ſet on yotider Downs, 
Beauty triumphs there, 
And at this diſtance wounds. 


In the Amazonian Wars, 
Thus all the Virgins ſhone ; 

Thus like glittering Stars, 
Paid Homage to the Moon. 


Lo 
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Love proves a Tyrant now, 
here does proudly dwell ; 
For each ſtubborn Spirit muſt bow, 
He has found out anew way to kill : 


For ne'ec was invented before, 
Such Charms of additional Grace; 
Nor had Divine Beauty ſuch Power, 
In every, in every fair Face. 


Udsbows, cries my Country-man John, 
Was ever the like before ſeen ? 

By Hats and the Feathers they'd on 
I took 'em all for Men: 


Embroider'd.and fine as the Sun, 
On Horſes in Trappings of Gold, 
Such a Show I ſhall ne'er ſee again, 
Should I live to a hundred years old. 


This, this, is the Country Diſcourſe, 
All wond'ring at the rare ſight , 
Then Roger go ſaddle my Horie, 
For I will be thece to nighr. 
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Love UNBLINDED: 


A New Sons, ſet to Muſick by Mr. Willi 
Turner, 
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Y Life and my Death were once in your pow'r, 


] languiſh'd each moment, and dy'd ev'ry hour; 


now your ill uſage has open'd my Eyes, 
free my poor Heart, and give others Advice: 
iſſembling and Lies the Coquet may be won, 
he that loves faithfully will be undone. 


was, falſe Aurelia, I thought you as bright 
ngels adorn'd in the Glories of Light ; 
your Pride and Ingratitude now, I thank Fate, 
e taught my dull Sence to diſtinguiſh the Cheat : 
now I can ſee in your face no ſuch Prize, 
Charms in your Perſon, no Darts in your Eyes. 


, fain for your ſake my Amours I would end, 

the reſt of my days give my Books, and my Friend; 
another kind Fair calls me fool, to deſtroy, 

the fake of one Jilr, my whole Life's greateſt Joy: 
tho' Friends, Wine, and Books, make Life's Dia» 


| — 
e, Loye is the Jewel that makes it ſo 


— - —_—— — 
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The STOR M: 
Set to Muſick by Mr. Henry Purcell. 


— _ - — 


—— 
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4 — ye Rocks, ye Seas, and Sands, 
Green Neptune 1 — 

III rather court the pleaſant Strands, 
Then all his watry Joys: 

Inconſtant Bliſs our Fate beguiles, 
The Sea like Love we find; 

Where Calms are like fair cynthia's Smiles, 
And frowns like guſts of Wind. 


— 


CHORUS, 


Hear the noiſe of the Tarpawlian Boys; 
Port, Port, Port, 
Laff hawl aft the Sheet is the Mariner: Mit: 
A plague of their ignorant Prattle, 
And ſend me to land, and ſend me to land, 
Where I may c:mmana, 
A pretty kind Wench, 
A pretty kind Wench, and a Bottle. 


| With all God's Miracles at Land 
| Ler me acquainted be ; 
Let Fools that would underſtand, 
| Go find them out at Sea. : 
| His mighty Works I'll praiſe on Shore, 
. And there his Bleſſings reap ; 
1 But from this moment ſeek no more, 
His Wonders in the Deep. 


CHO. Pert, Port, &c. 


| The Merchant, when his Sails are furl'd, 
| Glides o're the foamy Main ; | 
And ploughs with eaſe the watry World, 
ö So great a Charm is Gain: 
When Avarice has any Bounds, 
If his contented were ; | 
T'd wage a hundred thouſand Pounds, 
He never would come there. 


CHO. Port, Port, &c. 


| 
| 
' 
| 
C 
| 
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Dialogue betwixt ALEX IS and 8 YLVIA: 


Set to Muſick by Mr. Henry Purcell. 


. yr down my dear Sylvis, 
And then tell me, tell me true, 
When we the fierce pleaſure of Paſſion firſt knew; 
What Senſes were charm'd, | 
And what Raptures did dwell, 
Within thy fond Heart, my dear Nymph, Nut 
tell! 
when thy Delights in their fulneſs are known, 
y have the joy to relate all my own. 


3. Oh fye, my Alexis! 

How dare you propoſe, 

To me ſilly Girl, things immodeſt as thoſe ! 
Nice Candor and Modeſty glow in my Breaſt, 
Whoſe Virtue can utter no Words ſo unchaſt; 
But if your impatience admits no delay, 
Deſcribe your own Raptures, 

And —. me the way. 


A pain mix'd with Pleaſure my Senſes firſt 


{ found, 
When crouds of Delight ſtrait my Heart did 
[ ſurround; 


y ſo tranſporting, I ſigh'd when it was done: 
fain would renew, but alas! all was gone : 
nature was treacherous, when firſt the ment, 


reaſure ſo precious ſo ſoon ſhould be ſpear. 


a. This free kind Confeſſion does ſo much prevail, 
Thar I in your boſom would bluſh our my Tale; 
But Dearet, you know, tis too much to declare, 
The Joys that our Souls, when united, do ſhare. 

his then once, if the Pleaſure could laſt, 

int would leave Heav'n, ſtill ſo to be bleſt. 


On 
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On Aucvsrtus and Sopnnonia: 


Set to Muſick by Senior Baptiſt. On King Char 
| the IId. and the Dutcheſs — 


Ugufus crown'd with Majeſty, 

His weighty Cares — 
Beheld his World, but nought could ſpye, 
Worth Royal Thought but Loving: 

A Synod of the Gods appear, 
And yore their Sacred Sence; 
That none but the divineſt Fair, 
Should bleſs the greateſt Prince. 
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Sephronia their Commund neſts - 
Sophronis their chief B 
With Dove-like Innocence, 1 Face 
Was ſweet beyond expreſſing : 
A Time commanding Beauty muſt, 
While the World laſts, be fine ; 
And when the World is ſhook to duſt, 
The Sun will ceaſe to ſhine. 


II IAN RIA INI IKINININGT 


CoqQutr New Moulded - A New Sona; 


171 855 
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T Ho' Celia Art you ſhew, 
It muſt not paſs upon me now; 
The bright Smiles grace your Brow, 


Deceit has Gilded o'er 


Your ſoft Words, when I wooe, 

To prove your Love is firm and true, 
Depend on't never ſhall do, 

Unleſs you grant me more ; 
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ou, Sharper-like, ſhew Wit, 
and cunningly all my Coyn you get, 
Throw falſe Dice when 
\nd never play me fair; 
But now to overreach you, 

a ſubtle care, 
7 am teſolv'd to teach you, 


o Play upon the Square. 


You Sing, Dance, finely you Play, 

A thoutand Pretry Things you ſay ; 
And then in niggardly way, 

You give a Lenten Treat: 

The cold Taſt favours your wiſh, 
And oft you highly praiſe the Diſh; 
But I have hatred to fiſh, 

My Stomach craves ſome Meat. 


Leave this Coquettiſh blind, 

The Subtlety of your Serpent kind ; 
kh Plain dealing let me find, 

4 Artoning for late miſhaps : 

My hungry Love in quiet, 
Can't be with Cordial Drops; 

It wants ſubſtantial Dyet, 

And cannot feed on Scraps 
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The Chmch Jockey, a Comick, Sar rr 
Words made to a pretty Play- bonſa. Tun, 


HE Parliament ſate 
| As ſnug as a Cat; 
In Old * Brome you may read, 
nd ours in their Houſe, 
Were as cloſe as a Mouſe, 
Legiſlating the Nation with Speed. 


Peace ſounded by Fame, 

Whether true, or a Shame; 
Still puzzled the People to know; 

But the Lottery went right, 

Which ſome thought a Bite, 
Tho' the Money at laſt came but ſlow: 


The Price of Corn fell, 
And all Matters look'd well, 
For none State Proceedings could blame, 
When a hot headed Prieſt 
Gave a plaguy Diftaſt, 
That has put all the Town in a flame. 


Whoſe raving uncouth,, 

Even foaming at Mourff 
Was Intereſt, as each one believers © 

Not a jot of true Teal 

For the good Common-weal, 
But to get a good pair of lawn Sleeves. 


St. Peter and Paul 
* ew Gave with mildneſs a Call, 
To ſuch as they found wanted Grace; 
But our Rabbi Lords, | 
If you won't take their Words, 
Like the Furies, ſhall fly in your Face. 


A-duce take their Chat, 
Can't they eat and grow fat, 
We know well their Stripends are large, 
But with j ngling debates 
r ey plague three Eſtates, 
Beſides putting the Queen to ſuch Charge. 


* 
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Yet this the New Caſe 
Of our Soub mender was | 
ank in the Try Affair; 
Wich his Tongue did ſo charm, 
(Heav'n keep us from Harm) 
like to draw in my Lord M. 


But my Lord having' Grace, . 
As you ſee in his Face, 

rait to uphold him refuſe, 

And at laſt being own'd, 

As a member renown'd 

a ſhifr to ſlip out of the Nooſe, 


In the good days of old, 
When the Doctrine worth Go 
yout Congregations oblige ; 
The Prieft honour gain'd, 
If i'th' Church he might ſtand, 
ow they will ride on the Ridge, 


Tho - hirr, 
ith a Whip and a —_ 
mbitious 222 e croſt; 
Tho' by running at all, 
They oft loſe by a fall, 
blundring the wrong ſide the Poſt. 


Ye Flders in black, 


Sober counſel pray rake | 
railing, for which y are ib fam'd ; 

— if _ be — way, 

ou may French, yo # 
Wiſe ever feed, Fil e B 

For if they teach right; 


Jarring minds to unite, 
Angel-like, that man is bleſt; 


The contrury | 
That who Nirs — to fea 
Vevil muſt be of a Priel. 


- 
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The Country Su RRP-SnEAR ING: Made t. 
Watermens Dance, 


E and Moly, and Dolly, ; 
When young Lambs were a Roaring ; 
Robin and Willey, and Harry, 

Met all at a Sheep-Shearing : 


a ca R Xa. © . aa S£cA no © ot 
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Lately a Match was made, 
Plump Jene of the 8 
Ul 


Simper'd till Grace was 


Wich Roger the Jolly: 

Hodg the brisk and ſtrong, 

Could well give her a Fairing ; 
Joan the freſh and Young, | 
The beſt at the Sheep-Shearing. 


Kiſſing and Preſſing, the Bleſſing 
Went round, none did reſiſt 'em; 
Sherry, brown Berry and Perry, 


They drank till they bepiſt em: 


Phillip ſome Fiſh had brought, 
That newly were taken, 

Kitt too had Coleworts bought, 
For Barnabys Bacon, 

Curds and Cream Divine, 

The kind Laſſes indearing, 

Never Feaſt ſo fine, 

Was known at a Sheep-ſhearing : 


But whilſt they trolling down derry, 
Were all Eating and Drinking ; 
Never were Creatures ſo merry, 
Faith, to e'ry ones thinking; 
Georgy came Jumping in, 
Without any bidding, 

He had a Rival been, 

And ſwore at the Wedding, 
Cuffs and Kicks went round, 

No ſpeaking or hearing, 

Thus in brawl was drown'd, 


Our Jolly Sheep-ſhearing. 
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An ODE, Os e King's happy 
from abroad: To A Sehell of Ar. 
Purcell's. | 
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own your Bowls Loyal ſouls, 
eſar to his Home returns; 
the dhore, Cannons roar, 
gland Smiles and Holand mourns: 
contents in Miſchief failing, 
ging notes now leave off railing ; 
the Vipers hide their ſtings, 
Il, fill then bigh, proclaim, proclaim your joy; 
now in a Chorus ſing, welcome beſt of Kings, 
Noble Boys here's to thee, : 
Look on my Glaſs and me, 
Here's the way, 
We this happy day, 
Make as fam'd as the Jubilee, 
Make as fam'd as the Jubilee. 


I 
= 


LEWIS 
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LEWIS the fret; A Satyrical ( 
pon the French King's buffing Threat | 
Engliſh Addreſſes: With ſome Remark 
bis Chara@er. | 


Ewis le Grand, 
5 With Coquet Maintenon, 
Upon a Bed of State were laid along, 
One Hand around, 
About his Neck was thrown, 
The tother gently ſcratching his bald Crown; 
London s News 
Juſt then perus'd, 
He cry'd, Le Diable, was &er ſeen ſuch dam 
Dat Papier dere 
From Angleterre, 
Foulicu Addreſſe, 
Dat croud the Preſſe, 
Begar make me de monſter worſt of Jews. 


My Old Trick, 
And noted Politick, 
Dat what I vow and ſwear am ſure to break; 
Though tis true, ö 
Vat have de Mob to do, 
Aver les Rois, and State Affaire Morbleau; 
Laws me take, | 
Or elſe _— tis deal 
Comme ement le frxe of my Deſigns 
"Row gilling Whore, a 
Er Louis or 
Dat bubl'd le langue 
Des Parliament, 5 
ernie make two Fool of late King Charle and 7 


Charle and de Queen, 
| Louis and Mazarine, 
Still play'd de Game where I was ſure to win, Wh be 
He feed de Ducks, 
| And ſpeak de merry Jokes, 
Whilſt I was building Ships with Engliſb Oakes; 


Il 


1 
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Jaque dat reign d, 

De next I gain d, | 

my ſhaven Crowns his Purſe and Senſes drain d, 
'Till like a Sor, : 
I turn'd Bigot, 

And for de Fault 

Away muſt trot, 

yhen de whole Brood begar me have maintain d. 


Now mark de Jeſt, 
Old Jaque is gone to reſt, 
have make de King of my Welch Gueſt, 
Tho' ſome dat ſ. 
Of dat Italian Trick, 
wear his true Papa did make de Brick ; 
Be't what "twill, 
Good or Ill, 
dis is de way for him to pay my Bill: | 
And now dey rore, | | 
Like Son of Whore, 
And make Addreſs 
Dat ſcratch my Face, 
| chaſtiſe 'em, Morbles, me will. 


Scarce had de Boaſt 
From France come over Poſt, 
he de Blenheim Field to Marlborough loſt, 
And ſoon again, 
Rammille and Turin, | 
iQory conclude de glorious Campaign, 
Whiſh ſad Blow | 
_ Perplex'd him ſo, 
„ Jile Fortune now is turn'd my Foe, 
Marſin is dead, 
Bavarre is fled, 
(Here Maintenon) 
Vat muſt -be done, 
, de L'Emperour le Diable know when. 


Th 
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Fareſt believe without a Reſervation, 

What neither Time nor Fate ſhall e' er controul ; 
ou but kind and conſtant to gow Paſſion, 

o ſtormy chance ſhall e er diſturb my Soul; 

duſie, the bane to Lovers pleaſures, 

xr from our Hearts for ever we'll remove; 

full Joy, what Mortal then can meaſure, 

ippy in my charming Mufidors's Love. 


n with a Friend abroad I take a Bottle, 

ver your Tes regale with who you can; 

f you find me with a Vizard prattle, 

o you the ſame with any other Man; 

Chloe's Face when Ogling I ſhew Paſſion, 

is all but feign d, I can neer inconſtant be; 
when at large I tope the red Potation, 


E 2 The 


will but more inflame my Heart with Love of thee. 5 
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The National Qparrel; a New BALL 
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ea Welch Runt, and Hans a Dutch Boor, 
s they one Ev'ning for Air did employ ; 
d Teague and Sawney juſt walking before, 
bonny Scorch Loon, and an Triſh dear Joy: 
all four ne'er ſaw a Windmill, 
dr had they heard of any ſuch Name; 
i they were walking, and merrily talking, 
happen'd by chance to a Windmill they came. 


he Chorus goes to the laſt Part of the Tune. 


Hey d:wn derry, hoa down derry, 
Mirth 1s better than Sorrow half 3 
Liſten to my Ditty, u merry, tis Witty, 
And if ye an't Sullen 'twill make ye Laugh. 


d, cry'd Sawney, what do ye caw * that? 
d tell its good Name I am at a loſs; 
then readily anſwer'd the Scot, 
Creeſhr, my dear Joy, tis St. Patrick's Croſs: 
dns, cry'd Sawney, y are miſtaken, 
r tis St. Andrew's Croſs that I ſwear; 
here is his Bonner, and Plad lying cn it, 
e muckle gud Saint did at E4inborough Wear. 
Sawney, Sawney, weel ſaid Sawney, 
Thu Affair Sawney notably hit; 
Let aw diſcruer that paſ; the Tweed over, 
If Scotland ere bred ſo benny a Wit. 


with a Belch gave vent in his turn, 

Uck ſal now ſpracken den vaght it du mean; 
ad Sacrament a grought Durch Churne, 

nd they are now making the Butter within: 

device ſo tickled his fancy, 

e ſwore by the States he'd go in for ſome; 
ſell his blue Jerkin, but he'd have a Firkin, 

0 carry his Wife and his Family home. 


Pointing ts the Windmill. | Mimicks Dutch. 
E 3 Hogan 
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Hogan, Hogan, Mogan, Mogan, 
Sooterkin Hogan, Herring Vandunck; 
For as it happen d the Miller with's Cap on, 
He thaught a fat Free, @ white Dairy Punk, 


Hot pared Shoxe cry'd ſplut and look'd pig, 
Ya fools — your minds are. e 
St. Taffy cawd this her crete — 
And made it to ſcare away Crows from her Lee 
Proof to ſnew, ſee where they Crow, 
Then pointed his Finger aver the hedge, 
Where Nettles and Thiftles, with Prickles & Briffla 
Grew thick in a field grown over with ſedge. Mei 
Shoue ap Shinkin Rice ap Tavy, 
Shentlemen Kindred aw come away; 
Tomas ap Morgan ſwear loud as an Organ, 
And pawn all your Honours to what bur does 


By good St. Patrick, Teague once more replies, 
I fay 'tis his Croſs, for there is his Coat; 
I met him in Dublin a buying the Frize, 
And gud I will ſwear, tis the ſame that ho bot 
He's a better Shaint then ever Holland, or * 
Can d 
And by my Show1waſion he was my Relation, Ml... 
And had for hour Teague great indneb indeed, oF 
Lero, lewo, lero, lero, : 
Lilly Buvrlere Bullen la; 
By my Showlwaſion he mas my Relation, | 
Chreeſht ſave thy ſweet Face St. Patrick Agri 
Each gave his mind, but neither agreed, 
The elſpman grows hot, and the Ir ima huff 
The bonny bold Scot told the Dutchman he ly d, 
A Word and a Blow, and ſo all went to Cuffs: 
Coats were torn, and Heads were broken, 
Noſes were Mawl'd, and Thumping went ro 
But in a while after, were forc'd to give quarte!, 
And ſo went four Fools well beaten to 'Town. 
Coats mere torn, &c. 
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41 ODE, 


Jing tothe. Dube af M AR LBOROUGH. 
Set to- Muſee k im to Parts, 


L B 4 Victorious, Alla fam'd in ſtory, 
Still renown'd rightful Glory; 

; Triumphant, Princes can Enthrone, 

\dred of their Lawful own : 

her Genius bright is ſoaring, 

onficm'd to her reſtoring. 


\ Yall 


Heroes conquer there, 
iefly one. heyond compare; 
that wonders he was Born, 
make bleſt, an Age forlorn : 

his Native Land at home, 
ace of all Che / 


us as his ſprightly Infancy was ſtill inur'd to harmy, 
was his 5 — ſtill x Pre with double charms 
gracious Aſpe& to ſubdue the Fair, 

d Manly vigour to controul in War: 

crown the whole with bleft Succeſſes ſtor'd, 

inely wiſe his Conduct til}, and keen = Fate bu 


U 


Puſe 
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PUSS in a Corner: 


A New Sonc, to a pretty New Tune 
| a Man of Quality. 
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e ZE 


Per pred pee peo Re 


— 


335 


T O Cullies and Bullies 
Of Country and Town, 
To Wearers and Tearers 
Of Manteau and Gown; 
Chriſtian 2 People, that live round Poul sSteeple : : 
I'll tell you a pleaſant Caſe: 
Hot headed I wedded 
At Age of threeſcore, 
A flaunting young Wanton, 
Eighteen and no more; 
Parents I ſought her, and Money ' ſoon bought her, 
I well might have had more Grace ; ; 
For daily at Table 
She'd pout and She'd ſquabble, 
And. this ſtill was all 1. got; x 
When e're I ask'd why, 
She'd oy piſh, fie, 
For Gold nor Apparel 
I never did. Quarrel, 
But only you ſtarye my Cat 


E 5 A 
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A pr oung Kitty, 
Fe bad + gh Purr ; 
'Twas gameſome and handſome, 
And a rare Furr ; 
And ſtraight up I took it, and offer'd to ſtroakei 
In hopes I ſhould make it kind: 
But lowting and powting, 
It till was to me, 
Tho' Nature the Creature, 
— * ſhould be free, f 
Iplay'd with its Whiskers and would have had diſc 
But ah! it was dumb and blind: _ 
When Cloris unquiet, who knew well its d 
And found that I wanted that: 
Cry'd pray, Run, fetch John, 
He's the Man that can, 
When it does need it, 
Beſt knows how to feed it, 
Or gad you will ſtarve my Cat. 


As fleet as my Feet 
Could convey me I ſped, 
To Johnny who many 
Times Puſſey had fed; 
I told him my Errand, he wanted no Warrant, 
But haſted to ſhew his skill?! 
He took it to ſtroak ir, 
And cloſe in his Lap, 
| He laid it to feed it, 
| And gave it ſome Pap, : 
And with ſuch a paſſion it took the Collation, 
Its Belly began to fill; 
And now within door is, ſo merry my Clers, 
She Laughs and grows wonderous Fat: 
And I run for John, 
Who's the Man that can, 
Tho' I'm at diſtance, 
Give preſent aſſiſtance, 
To pleaſe her, and feed her Cat. 


v3 


The Loyal SCOT: he 
\ the King's New Health, to a-Scotch Tane, 


; 
| 
: 

a 

: 
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OW the ground is hard Froze, and cawd Winter 
(is come, 

our Maſter great y from Helland's got home; 

the Parliament Leards are ſet down to command, 

ing o're the Tweed into bonny England: 

y he of Willy in Edi Town, 

is muckle pur Deeds, and his gallant Renown ; 

ne'er ſaw his Face yer, nor kiſs'd his fair Hand, 

ſe gang for that Honour to bonny England. 


Lve us in ſeaſon he croſs'd o'er the Seas, 

d out Popiſh Rats that were Eating our Cheeſe ; 
v'd us from Rome when we aw were trapann'd, 
as weel he came hither for bonny England: 

ought for our Freedom, and finiſh'd the work, 
ooted out Maſs, and he Licens'd the Kirk; | 
peace too ſecur'd ſpight of all durſt withſtand, 

th' Profit and Honour of bonny England, 


alourouſiy, Valourouſly Life did expoſe, 

n generouſly, generouſly Guard him from Foes; 

mear o'th* Army ſend heam and disband, 

Deaughty Law makers of bonny England : 

merry, merry be, very merry ye Lads of Whic-Hall, 

| derry, derry down, derry, _ com, — 
( own 

to Royal Willy take ſix in a n 


olly brave Topers of bonny England. 


S 
A SHER 
BBS 


2 


y 
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Made on the Nine and Twentieth of | f 
the raifmg the Maypole at in bi 
the Memory of K. Charles the Second's | 
ration, and of the preſent Peace made þ 
Sacred Mazeſty Queen ANNE, h 
Movements, 


Fr. beauteous of Moy, 

- All the ſpritely, fair and gay, 

Summons this 2 Day, 
Here to a& a Scene of Joy, 
Ancient as the Siege of Troy, 

So long renown'd in Story; 

Grateful on a double ſcore, 

ince tis known in Times of Tore, 

is bleſt — —. Charles reſtore, 


And rais'd Triumphant England; Glory. 


So in Amas happy Rei 
Glorious, far as Raves the Main, 
We a ſecond Bleſſing gain; 
Peace, our welcome Eaſer comes, 
Round us verdant Olive blooms: 


This Day once more renowning, 
Peace ſhould all with Joy inſpire, 
May it prove what we deſire, 
Praiſe ſhall charm each tuneful Lyre, Of 
And Doubt for ever ceaſe from frowning. 


[Second Movement ; ſwift.] N 
Then come merry boys, 0 
Sing, dance, and rejoyce, 
The May-pole let's raiſe 
In honour of Peace, * 
And gratefully uſing the Bleſſings in ſtore, 8 
Remember the Rites of the Day heretofore. 
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As Philids and Johnny 
Wich Kiſſes ſweet as Honey, 
And others brisk and bonny, . 

loud their Joy at Charte:'s Reſtauration: 

I So let young George and Jenny, 

i And Lads and Laſſes many, 

Jo Peace, and Royal Nanny, 

the ſame, and crown the bleſs Occaſion. 
h 


A 


2SS0000RHO94: ISHS SITES 


The Pigg's MARCH. 


o NG for My. Dogget, in the Comical 
nc for AER 


ooping with bold Commanders, 
Dub, dub a dub, dub 8 dub, dub, aud, 
To charge our Foes, 
In Froſt and Snows, 
hopes of Plunder big, 
as we march'd thro' Flanders, 
Tautarra, rars, fantarra, 
Hunger and Cold 
Having made me bold, 
naplack I cramm'd: a Pig a, 
«>, Weeck, Weeck, ſqueak'd the Pig, 
0%, Ogh, grunts the Sow, 
And tho' ſwift away I fy, 
Yet ſhe ran too as faſt as I, 
ring into an Alehouſe, 
„ dub a dub, dub a dub, dub, dub, 


Where I for Shot 
Paid many a Por, 
| many had left on Score 


ngſt my Comrades and Fellows; 


Tantarra, rarra, tantarra, 
Scarce 
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Scarce with my Prize 
Had I bleſt their Eyes, 
But the Sow too was at the Door, 
Weeck, Weeck, Weeck, ſqueaks the Pig, 
Ozh, Ogh, Ogh, grunts the Sow, | 
Such Noiſes never heard before, » 
Set the Houſe in a foul uproar. 


Mawdlin the bouncing Hoſteſs, 
Dub, dub a dub, dub a dub, dub, dub, 
Preſently puffing came, 
4 With a Face inflam'd, 
And as red as a Rump of Beef, 
Threatens me with a Juſtice, 
Tantara, rara, tantarra, 
"Till flat on the Ground, 
I thump'd her down, 
For daring to call me Thief, 
Then Weeck, Weeck, loud ſhe ſqueak'd, 
Then Ogh, Ogh, like the Sow, 
Till at laſt in the woful fray, 
My Pig too got quite away. 


NCC 


A New S ON. 
Set to Muſick by Mr. Thomas Farm 
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a” 


Pg ka EEE 


Hy! why! oh ye Pow'rs that rule the Sky! 
Muſt the loveſick Damon dye? 
the Nymph is at caſe, he admires 3 
She that cauſes my groaning, 
And kills with frowning, 3 
ove her hard Heart could never inſpite: 
leave me to pain, ſtill ſince tis in vain, 


o perſwade, or change the fair cruel 
Men gazing on the Sun, 
too much Light am blind. 


as the tender moving Sighs, 
den longing Lovers meet; 

the divining Prophets wiſe, 

d like blown Roſes ſweet : 

ſt, yet gay; reſerv'd, yet free ; 
h happy Night a Bride; 

in-like awful Majeſty, 

d yet no ſpark of Pride. 


Patriarch, to gain a Wife, 

ſt, beautiful, and young, 

| fourteen Years a paioful Life, 

d never thought em long. 

were you to reward ſuch Cares, 
Life ſo long could ſtay ; | 
fourteen, bur four hundred Years, 
ld ſeem but as one Day. | 


* 
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A Satyrical DIT TY, 
Being the. Poet's and Muſician's Complaint 


c 
the Lord Scrape, occaſſon d by bis bind . F 
Performance. of a. Muſical. ODE, x 
Honour of King GOR OE, and ſt hl. 
Pepuſch, as well as other tuneful En; 
ments in the Hall on the great Corem . 
Day. The Words made to à pretty “ 
Tune, call d, The Laſs with the Golden 17 

all 

GEQRGE was.crown'd with mu Qi] 
KRA wonderful. Joy did flow, * we 
But yet I'll tell you a Story, sc 
ill ſcandalize all the Show: 'B 

The Peers, thoſe Props of the Nation, nov 
In order all took their Poſt, fi 

The Parties quite thro the Nation, rea 
That Day neither gain'd, nor lolt, Thr, 

CHORUS. 2 

But great Lovd Scrape war mer, 
on — Pounds, en more; ec 

For the Ki ne Mail at Dinner, re 
The like never known before, M 

mm 

"Apollo ſtrictly commanded re 

1 Muſe, their Duty ſhew'd, Thre 

The Poet too had intended Kin 
To publiſh a Royal Ode; ey 


The Maſters all had a meeting, 
5 With hay ren Trehle, an 4. 7 
ut t Lord Scrape thought it tting 
To ler out for hin We place. 
For he that hep d to. he Wiinnex 
Of Threeſcore Pounds, op. mare, 
Let the King have ny Muſick at Dinner, 


The like was ne'er known, before, 
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cheriff of the Town half fluſter'd, 
e's daily a tuneful Noiſe, 
de Mayor fits down, to his Cuſtard, 
h Muſick to, raiſe. his Joys; 
each dull Feaſt in the City 

Y 


Fidlers will largely pay, | "42; 
7 King had no uſick nor Ditty, 
his Coronation Day ; 
at Lord Scrape would bz. winner 
1 eeſcore Pounds, and more, 

King had no Conſort at Dinner, 
like mas never before. 


hich confounded Abuſes, 

all that write, play, or ſing, 

ſtill be ſcorn'd by x Muſes, 

well as the Court and King: . 
ſend his Wife more Careſſes, 
Beauty was prais'd of late, 
rought but the Horn that ſhe places 
ſuir his unmuſical Pate; 

great Lord Scrape would be winner 
1 and move, 

ve King no Muſick at Dinnev, 

ever the like before. 


2¹ 


e chief Diverſion neglected, 
row the true Reaion find, 
Muſick can be Qcd 

m one of his Tory Rind; 
reſoly'd to be Winner 
Threeſcore Pounds, and more, 

King had no Muſick at Dinner, 
ever the like before, 


Tho 
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The KING's Health, 


An Orr; Performd before His Majeh 
William at Monrague-houſe. The 
made to an Excellent Tune of Mr. Peaſib 


%. 3:4 
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Prrrs to Ruge Malancboh. 
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al Engliſb Boys, ſing and Drink with 2 
zid your happy Land buniſh-former fears; 

in your Joys, give your Cups full meaſure, 
Fate commands all our future Years. 


nd he govern the Affairs below here, 

and — uu the _ w mo — = in 
| ſound Fame, throug pacious Univerſe 
Name will for everbe the beſt in ſtory. (gloty. 


v, follow, follow Sons of Mars, 
ght Trophies of Honour reward ye; 
v, follow, follow to the Wars, 

av'n ſtill will Guard ye, 

gh the ſpacious Element of Air. 


rk, hark! how each Voice is extolling, 

w they Eccho from afar proud France is falling; 
we, France is falling, France, France is falling, 
will ſoon, will ſoon, ſoon tumble down. 


ifs, how frail is Human pow'r ; 
led on the moving Sands of vain Ambition, 
hen perhaps the next fad hour 

us feel the dreadful ſtroak of Revolution. 


how Happy then were Enghand's jolly Swains, 
liv'd here at caſe, when Ceſar took the Pains 7 
is the Star of our Renown, 

ſar is our ſafety and our Wealth ; 

then, fill up mighty Bowls all Europe round, 

id Knee), and Drink his Health. 


bout the R Bumper round 
WD ſill to eee ng; 
Iſt repeating Fecho's have no other ſound, 


t long, long live the King, 
'ng, long, long live the Ling. 
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4 SONG. 
Set to Muſick by Dr. Crofts. 


bk (iy prong Birds that Chirp and ſing, 
Le Trees and Plants that bud and gros, 
Ye fragrant Flowers that bleſs the Spring, 
Tell me whence comes it you do ſo hark, 
They anſwer, tis Czleſtial Fire, 
The Gods call Love, the Gods call Love, 
That does us all inſpire. | 
That Sacred Flame that ſweetly charms | 
= Soul, when lovely Cynthia ſings, h 
hat all Creations Labour warms, 
And Nature to Perfection brings: 


The buiſy, nſcleſs Sun may ceaſe to ſhine, 
*'Tis Love, tis Love, that ſheds the Influence div 
Then Lovers love on, and get Heaven berimes, 
He that loves well atones for the worſt of his Cri 
Zove locks up his Gate on the ſordid and Baſe, 
Bur the generous Lover is ſure of a place ; 

And the Nymph her Elizium need queſtion non 
When her Saint has a Key that can open the De 


ll, 
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The Connery Laſs. 
ANw SONG, 


ar Jemmy when he ſees me upon a Holiday, 

hen bonny Lads are eaſy, and all a dancing bs 

Tiptoes are in faſhion, and Loons Fand eier 
— , an 

he too takes Occaſion to leer and ogle — 1 

kiſs my Hand with ſqueezing, whene er he takes 


m 
But with each Kiſs [ my pare, 


He crowns my Bliſs, 
him at my Heart. 


ckey with his Cattle, and pamper'd Bags of Coyn, 

ve poor Jemmy Battle, whom feth I "ik were 
| mine 

ls me he is richer, and I ſhall ride his Mare, 1 

emmy's but a Ditcher, and can no Money ſpare ; 

laday, my Fancy thinks more of Femmy's Suit, 

I take no Pride 

To Kirk to ride, 

g with him a Foot. 


div 


165, 
e, 


100 
De 


r 


„ 
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Memorials of London and Weſtminſter, 
' Comical SaryR. The Words made to | 
mous Tune, call d, Cook Lawel. 


Ome hither all you that love muſical Spe 
Ye Dons of the City, and Beaus of the ( 

T'll give ye a touch of my Lyrical Vein, 
If you value plain Dealing entertain: 


CHORUS. 


Oh London, conſider the bleſt Days of old, 
When Labour brought Plenty, and Trading brow 
When Ten Thouſand Pounds was a King's Daught 
And Beef was a Feaſt on 4 Lord-Mayor's Day. 


1 ſing * no. News of what's won, or what's chen 

Abroad, or what Wonders came over laſt Po ».// 

Our Wars here are ended, and Peace now att 

That Plague is blown off to the Northern (H, a 
Then welfare the Court, and our Parliament-M*Wſtice 


Our Patrons at the Helm, who are now, or have 
I bilſt th Sword, Law, and Clergy, take Glaſt 
Health to or King, g aur Church and Land 
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uſe of the Gentry now chants out her Lay, 
uch of the City Wits to by the way; 

ews in a Comical M unus'd, 

three Generations have both produc'd ; 
London, conſider, &c. 


itizen he for his Son buys up — AG 

op grows extravagant, drinks, whores pends, 
limdling at laſt the Eſtate is decay d, : 
iis ſneaking Heir forc'd to take a Trade; 
welfare the Court, &c. 


brick City Dames too the Courtier oft gets, 
Victals ſtill wriggate into their Eſtates, 
Offspring degrade from the Gentleman's Stem, 
tothers turn Courtiers, and cuckold them; 
ondon, conſider, &c. 5 


Difference ſo little then lyes on Record, 

t thoſe of the Apron, and thoſe of the Sword, 
anvaſs their Humours from great to the ſmall, 
rung from Old Adam, the Gardener all ; 
welfare the Court, &c. 


Noblemen, Commoners, Lawyers, and Prieſts, 
ly may find in the Court of Rogue 

ing about in that great Hive of Bees, 
different Intentions to lade their Thighs; 
welfare the Court, &c. 


rough 
News is the query, what Factions oppoſe, 
y. Wh laces are vacant, and when the King goes; 


ar he has Power in the Grants of his Land, 
= they may take without Reprimand; 
Pei we!fare the Court, &c. 


w, as "tis reaſon, let's cry up each Houſe, 
iſtice Jate done a great Peer and his Spouſe, 
ba from the Bar a brisk Batchelor's gone, 
of W's a pure Virgin for all Sir John; 

| welfare the Court, &c. 


F x The 
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The City's diſturb'd too, and Anger does rouſ 
About an Elopement of one from her Spouſe, 
What Wives arecry'd down, and what happens 
You'll certainly hear in the next Poſt-Man ; 

Then welfare the Court, &C. 


And now we're in London let's paſs this Aﬀeair, 
And praiſe the good Prætor now fits in the C 
Tho' ſtubborn Opinions late peſter'd the Hall, 
Our Orthodox Party now graces St. Paul's; 

Oh London, conſider, &c. 


Not · ſo was Sir Numps, whom I owe an old & 
For baſely affronting me once at his Door; 
The Poet was routed becauſe of his Pen, 
For fear he ſhould lampoon his Tribe within; 
Oh London, conſider, &. 


The Chandlers he maw1l'd, and the Bakers he i... 
Damn'd Rogues he conniv'd at, the Beggars he 
The Meeting fill'd, and by Law made it out, 
But the honeſt old Cuſtard Cap fac'd about; In 

Oh London, conſider, &c. 


But-now we all hope we ſhall ſee a glad Day, 
When Church and Diſſenters in Union obey; 
The City's well Ruler his Time well employ, WM.) a 
In a Work that would make all the ue pu ' FE 
Oh London, conſider, &c. 


Our Sheriff had late in his Scutheon a Blot, 

By ſome who imagin'd'his Purſe was too fat; a 

The Scale was juſt rurn'd up 75 one honeſt Per 

The Poor elſe had loſt a good Friend this Yeu 
Then welfare the Court, &c. 


com. 


_ 
— 


Sir H. E. 


* 
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olleague too, who is oft given to treat 

ountry Men Britains with Wine and good Meat, 
te an odd Compliment, ſcarce for his Eaſe, 
uching the Province of Leeks and Cheeſe ; 
wilfare the Court, &C. 


ent let us give the Exchange a dry Bob, 
Fools manage Bargains by way of Stock-jobb, 
all their whole Profit at laſt they will find, 

may put in their Eyes, and yet ne'er be blind; 
London, confider, &c. 


ompanies, who ſo much Buſtle have made, 
has the beſt Right in Eaft- India to trade, 

e, a Succeſs that they ever might boaſt, 
aiting the Tyger moſt wiſely loſt ; 
London, conſider, &c. | 


ther who jocundly laugh'd at that ſport, 
lately too baulk'd of their Fancy at Court; 
ing who for Union had ſer down his Rules, 
it bid em quarrel no more like Fools; 
welfare the Court, &C. 


hus T think proper to finiſh my Shew, 

dw methinks Pegaſus gallops but ſlow ; 
and wiſe, and like Friends all agree, 
Airs are“ ſafe by your Fleet at Sea; 

welfare the Court and our Parliament -Men, 
Patrons at Helm, who are now, or have been ; 

the Sword, Law, and Clergy take Glaſſes in hand, 
ealth to our King, our Church and Land. 


- 


* Biſhop of Salisb. 
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The New Windſor BALLAD 


The Muſe complaining and making Satyrica 
marks upon Sir Jan Brazen, a Man in 
there. The Words made in Imitation of th: 
famous Ballad of King Arthur and bis Kn 
viz, St. George he was for England, &. 
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) tell a Tale of Windſor my Muſe is now inclin'd, 
Where who will chooſe his Company may ice 


| — = 5 
that I paſs at preſent by to treat of other News, 
Sir Jan, Sir Jan, no dinner gave a Muſe, 


CHORUS. 


7 reft treat all Men civilly, Sir Jan has no ſuch Sence, 
ng honi Soit qui mal y penſe. 


Queen, th' Almighty bleſs Her, the Purſe does 


| | n wide, 

with good ſtore of Diſhes for the Greencloth does 
| 3 provide, 

reat all Strangers heartily, Turm, Chriſtian, or the 
eme © 


The reſt treat all Men cuil, &c. 


Gentlemen the Waiters gave all a chearful Look, 
Lowman kindly ordered well the Butler and the 


{ Cook 
mongt their Favour did I want my good Old 
dir Jan, Sir Jan, &c. [ Friend Ranaver ; 


The reſt treat all Men civilly, &c. 


5 tho' in another Caſe this may be taken right, 

e would ſhew no Countenance, leaſt he a Bard 
[ ſhould fright; 

uſt be ſo, no other way he can himſelf excuſe; 

Sir Jan, Sir Jan, &c. 

The reſt freat all Men civilly, &c. 


uſe a fort of Creature is that likes not every head, 
erefore as ſome Courtiers think not worthy to be 


[ fed 
ead T mean, with Face that wears red Pimples, 


vir Jan, Sir Jan, &c. [ green and ble ws, 
The reſt treat all Men civilly, &c. 72 


F 4 To 
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To mend this damn d Complection then I'd ban 
get it { 
For if the Flame increaſes ill twill ſhortly bum 


£ fl 
And then each Pen that dips in Ink will crawl in! 
On Sir Jan, Sir fan, &c. i | 

The reſt treat all Men civilly, &c. 


This Knight but little is we find oblig'd to Nat 


In Youth a nauſeous flaſhy Fop, in elder Days ak 
Who if he is not burniſhing thinks he all's Time 
For Sir Jan, Sir Jax, &c. 

The reſt treat all Men ciuilly, &c. 


He freely told his Friends at Court no un for 
wy 

But where he ſtill might cram his nee, _ l 
uſe of | 

And now he fits from Morn to Night, and gorgs 
Where Sir Jan, Sir Jan, &c. L he jp 
The reſt treat all Men civilly, &c. 


Inſtead of Conyerſation good that ſhould mY 
E 


He eats and drinks, and puffs and _ 

: l r l 

And if he's ever civil, 'tis to thoſe with ruby He 
But Sir Jan, Sir Jan, &c. 8 

The reſt treat all Men civilly, &c. 


So Knight farewel, and prithee haſt down to 

[ Nick thy Un 

Where thou a Title new ſhalt have, The . 7 

ä Carb 

Tis thine as ſoon as of thy coming my oy | 
t 

Becauſe Jan, Sir Jan, no Dinner gave a Muſe; F 

The reſt treat all Men civilly, Sir J an he has na Sen 

Sing Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe. 
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SONG # a NewOpera: The Vora 
luding to the happy Conjugal Love be- 
en Her Majeſty, and the P—— of 
Jenmat k. | 


Ireido Darling of kind Fate, 
Dear Mirtille, good as great; 
what's wond”rous as tis true, 
ng of my People too: 

ever has been known, 

to me, and Me alone. 


y pledges of our Love, 

and fince receiv'd by Fove ; 
our Conſtant paſſion ſtrong, - 
and perfect as 'twas long: 
#hat moſt my Joy did crown, 
as Mine, and Mine alone. 


grand Cares diſturb'd my peace, 
Mirtillo gave me eaſe ; 

be Sick, I loſt all Joy, 

he Well, ſtill ſo was I: 

what's dearer than My Throne, 
He was, and Mine alone. 


5.4.4, 
825 
FI 


F5 Glo- 
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Gloriana's Reſentment, for ber Lord's gi 
mm to the Wars, * 
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Igh Renown and Martial Glory, 
Fate all, owes this happy Year, 
fill the Leaves of Britain's g 
iris lays before ye Oaken Boughs, 
d into Wreathes to crown great Strephm s Brows z, 
et though Wars alarming 
ſe the Sons of Fame, 
onqueſt too be charming, 
uin Strephon's Name; 

ear blaſts my Joys, 
And fills with Tears my Eyes, 
To know and grieve me, 
He ſo ſoon leave me. 
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A Welcome to the Happy Peace, 


A New SONG. 
Am 


I 1 1 r * — 
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N34 OW _ oral m_ 
thee e Times will turn, 

Nor Fr} — —— 
In Doubt forlorn, 

But my —- Eaſe. 0 
Drums and Trum dun 
Wich War and Wöunds, 0 
That us'd, to rore, 
And ſoil with Gore, 
The Flemiſh =_—_ 

All now muſt ceaſe; 
Fate does ſmile at laſt, 
Whilſt we find Joy 
Attoning for the Troubles paſt, 


When the German Head, 
His Eagle ſpread, 
With Spani | Loggs, 
And Hogan Hoggs, 
With all their Froggs 
Seem to oppoſe ; 
We who ſtil Edviſe 
With ſome as wiſe, 
If Queens can tell, 
What Heads excell, 
And counſel well, 
Muſt think em Foes. 
Fears will end at laſt, 
Whilſt we find J Joy. 
Attoning for the coubles paſt. 


The 
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The Female Quarrel: 


Or a Lampoon upon 


call d, A Health to Betty. 


Phillida and Chloris, 
Words made to the Tume of a County 


To Minuets ſung, or Borees, 


None ſtir the Mbod, 
As late the Feud, 
"Twixt Phillida and Chlorw. 


Two Laſſes brisk and young, Sir, 

And dear Companions long, Sir, 
As News now goes, 
Turn mortal Foes, 

About a bawdy Song, Sir. 


"Twas Philida the Airy, 


Well fac'd, but wondrous hairy, 


This Sonnet, ſent, 
With kind Intenr, 
To make her Neighbour merry. 
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His on th' Occaſion, 
ring Reputation 
Was ſtabb'd and gor'd, 
And prick'd and bor'd, 
broke out into Paſſion, 


Chloris. 

w thou haſt been watching, 

his Aﬀront been hatching, 
Long time with Shame 
To blaſt my Fame, 

hinder me from matching, 


proud, ill Nature, 

h flights each Creature, 
Yet all ſuppoſe, 
In Corner cloſe, 

oxy likes Man better. 


tho' you ſeem'd to drive all, 
ff Embrace deprive all, 

Old thirty five 

Had got a Wife, 
or the Lap-dog Rival. 


tion had been dawning, 
he e er this been ſpawning, 
Like Am'rous Frog, 
Had not Sir Dog 
licking charm'd, and fawning. 


ortune was his Debtor, 

lince has ſped him better, 
Whilſt frekiſh Shrew, 
And fooliſh Beau, 


tho" you think there's ſearee one 
me to wipe mine A on, 
To purge my Sins, 
And buy me Pins, 


n'g'ed an Old Parſon, | 
My 


a 
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My Coach he does provide too, 
In which at Eaſe we ride too, 
Whilſt you can't eat, 
You lace ſo ſtrait, 
To ſhew a Shape as I do. 


This Laſh that deep did come Sir, 
Poor Philly cut ſo home Sir, 
She ſwell'd her Lungs, 
And vow'd her Wrongs 
Not longer ſhould be dumb Sir, 


Ye Jilt, ſhe cry'd, what Pother 
You make your Tricks to ſmother, 
If any Wrong 
Be in the Song, 
Go home and ask your Mother. 


It might, though you are ſullen, 

Be ſung by ma Bullen, 
Ask Father Wiſe, 
That Bedr id Tor 

Or elſe dear Draper Woolen. 


Whoſe Yard, when ſhe's at leaſure, 

Is us'd her Cloth to meaſure, 
And often try'd 
Sometimes for Pride, 

And ſometimes for her Pleaſure. 


Enquire of Husband Tefty, 

Or Son-in-Law that kiſs d ye, 
Who boldly ſwears 
He'll ger him Heirs, 

Whene'er bis Dad grows reſty. 

For 2 well may lack too 

A Culliſe for the Back too, 
And ne'er prevail, 


To cure thy Ail, | 
Tho' he's both Prieſt and Quack too, 
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ame no more is reaching, 

you will dance with teaching, 
As much you'll ger 

With your ſplay Feet, 

with bungling Preaching, 


recept, or his Potion, 
e to give a Motion, 
Yet all his Skill 

You'll find is tilt, 


er, and empty Notion. 


hus concludes the Tattle, 

= _ own — rattle, 
wo 8, perhaps 

If they relapſe, - 

bring it to a- Battle. 
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Mr. DOGGE TT. 24 
— the Comick Opera. 


* 
. 
— — 1 


2222. — 92 


98 = 


* 


Foy = 
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ndunga was as feat 2 Jade, 

As e er was in our Town; 

a Jolly luſty Lad, 

ctr mow'd Clover down: 

le three Years we ty'd the Knot, 
umping Hearts went pit, pit pat, 
ine ſo pleas'd with you know what, 
thought of nothing elſe: 

im wham, whim wham, whim wham ſing, 
ding dong, ding dong, ding dong ding, 
ding dong rung the Bells. 


oſe was long, and ſtood awry, 

vodly fruitful ſign ; 

am'd I rotten Teeth cloſe by, 

uſe the ws was _ Warpt 
were Splay, my gs were , 

ere ſo 5 we never Carpt, 


Whilſt 
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Whilſt merrily Blind Tom that Harp'd, 
In Tune our ſtory tells: 
Sing whim wham, whim wham, whim wham ſing 
Whilſt ding ding, ding dong, ding dong ding, 
Ding, ding dong rung the Bells. 


Brave times were theſe, but ah! how ſoon, 
Do Wedlock Comforts fall; 
The days that then were hony Moon, 
Are Wormwood now and Gall: 
Her Tongue clacks louder then a Mill, 
No longer do we Buſs or Bill, 
But Jangle like two Fiends of Hell, 
_ Broke out from flaming Cells: 
And whim wham, whim wham, whim wham ſing, 
Nor ding dong, ding dong, ding dong ding, 
No longer ring the Bells, 


SOS eee 


The Second 8 o N 6 in the Second Act; Sm 
one pkg Hymen. Set by Mr. 
1V1L 
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ERE is Hymen, here am I, 

Some Mens Grief, and ſome Mens Joy ; 
$ for Better and for Worſe, 

Bleſs, and many Curſe. 


er Virgins ſoft and young, 
that tobe Mothers long ; 

y aid Love's raptures try. 

your Bluſhes, ſave your bluſhes, 
your Bluſhes and enjoy. 


* 
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4 New DiaLocvut: Set to the Tune. 
vililly Man. Between Tom flitch the 
and Kate Stroaker Dairy-maid : To be | 
Mr. Pinkethman, and Mrs, Willis, E 
Hing a pair of Shears, and fhe ber In 


wor 


Tom, R*&ight Honour provokes me, farewel jolly 
For to morrow I muſt to the Wars by 

Such noble Cunnundrums do buz in my! 

I muſt lay by my Shears, and turn Gent 


Kate. You promis'd me Marriage, you ſcaundrelyt 
| And ſwore by yourGoole,it ſnonld ſoon bet 
Tem. What, do as the Taylors do, Heaven fordit 

I muſt now, break my Oath, like a Gent 


Kate, Well, nothing comes on'r, and I care nota ll 
For I'll ſoon be a very good Maid again; 

With Ralph, Kit, and Harry, ſing dance & cart 

The whilſt you turna wooden legg'd Gentle 


Ft 
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uu meet with three Boys too that make the 


World ring, 
1 Marlborough, brave Stanhope, and great Eugene; 
to their Tents, and I'll dine like a King, | 

then who knows Tom ſtitch from a Gentleman. 


ood lack, who's that Maribrough that makes ſuch 


| rout, 
what's that ſame Hugeone, the Volk ſo praiſe; 
vo that chop up more kickſhawsat one Fighting 
na Taylor at er can Beans or Peas; bout, 


he Fame of this Marlbrough all Kerſendon fills, 

that Hugeone too, ever renown'd will be; 

hat can Climb over Mountains, o'er Rocks aud 
.* [high Hills, 

a5 quick as a Cat up a Wallnut Tree. 


ecan leap up to Honour as high as the Moon, 
y,and down through the Deeps of the Sea below; 
Dragon ſpit fire on the Ships at Thonlon, 
confound all the French at one fatal blow, 


he Meunſiewr ſtiltbragsthat he Il lead em a dance, 
hat's the French Maggot well known before; 
hilſt we with our Troops are invadingof France, 
old Fool with Te Deums makes Paris roar. 


dzooks 't has half made me wiſh I were a Man, 
e bouncing and handling of Balls of Lead 

jar'ſt thou prate of venturing to let pff a. Gun, 
a Piſtol thus long, Fool, would fright thee dead. 


ou talk like a Novice, faith Tomas you do, 

d Muſquet would ſcarce be an Inch too long; 
ve't I'll get Arms, and go ramble with you, 
then down with the French ſhall be all our Song. 
thisthoucanſt do Girl, PH primerby Fire- lack. 


and I'll e rs- in; 
y Smocits 


mpty Bandalee 
put thee on Breeches, and tuck up t 
we'll March both together like Gentlemen. 


Tom, 
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Tom. O'er Mountain o er Valley, French bougen 


Kate. All day with our Snapſacks we'll 
We'll ſeek out a —. r 


Tom. And we'll pig there at night, 
And till down with the French ſhall be all ou 


Tom. Let's Dance then for Joy of merry new 
Kate. What could we do elle d that are brisk and 
Tom. And tho' with our Mirth we a little One 
Kate. Let ſtill down with the French ſhall be all 
CHORUS of both. 


Aud the with our Mirth we a little One batch, 
Yet ſtil down with the French ſball be all our Sm 


— 


48e N, being a Muſcal Lecture ＋ 
en. * Fr my laſt benefit 
1 ; the * val the 2 
e. 


. 


0 
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E Britains, how long ſhall I tire my Brains 
With Politick ſtudy, the worſt of all Pains ? 
To reach ye niting, 
From Jarring and Fighting, 
And crown all your days with Peace: 
ewn in ſome Rhimes that have made ye laugh, 
truth then ſome Black-coats have Preach'd by halt; 
Who {till are aſſiſting, 
To vouch nor-reſiftin ng, 
From whence all our feuds increaſe. 
* J. 8 But 
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But if ye all raving Confuſion made, 
And nothing bur Difcord ſaw; 
Y'are roaring and yeling, 
: And daily Rebelling, 
Without any Reaſon or Law : 
For all that the rule of our Monarch evade, 
Who is Proteſtant honeſt and true; 
Will Moaning, and Groaning, ſee Aſſes, ſing Mi 
When ever they bring in a New. 


Yet lately we ſaw the rough H- land Bears, 
All clattering their Targets about our Ears; 
All Union rejeQing, 
So long in effecting, 
Inflam'd with a Frantic Zeal : 
They want a new King, that will mend their far, 
That Butter no longer may choak with Hair ; 
| Their Oatmeal and Water, 
And what follows after, 
Coarſe Bannocks of Barly meal. 


But for all they were baffled, our hopeful Land, 
That ever will Faction breed; 
To keep up the ſtory, 
Of High-flying Tory, - 
Have brought on the Crazy brain'd $ —4 
Whoſe Miniſtry whom the Pretenders maintain d 
By thouſands from ſuch as Rebel ; 
To mend the diſafter, 
Of bringing their Maſter, 
Wou'd bring in the Devil of Hell. D; 
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Conſolatory Muſe, to a great Lady at Court, 
SONNET: Orcafion'd by the feurrilous 
frontive Papers, lately cryd up and down the 
ets. The Words fitted exaRly to the Italian 
fr of fair Dorinda, in the Opera of Camilla. 


ile Lucinda, Revel with thy happy Race, 
reat Clorona, ne'er will fail to do thee grace; 
Wiſely ſlight, 
The vulgar's ſpight, 
the Trifle of their hate, 
muſt ſuffer, who are deſtin d to be great. 


Juſt and Loyal, 
der _ more and more ; 
reat as Royal, 

has new rewards in ſtore ; 

Tho' the Crowd 

Do rail aloud, 
ght thy pleaſure ſhall untune ; 
e Lucinda, envious Currs will bay the Moon. 


Thus with Glory,' 
ded by the Trump of Fame; 
Shall your ſtory, 
ih with your Hero's name: 
You and he, 
Buy Fates decree, 
Divine Clorona's grace; 


the Favourites of all former times ſurpaſs. 


2 
PE POR 
1 


G 2 
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The Duke of Ormonvy's Health: Set by &. 
Barrett. 
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| Eptune frown, and Boreas roar, 
Let thy Thunder bellow ; 
le OR MOND's now come o'er, 
ith each gallant Engliſh fellow: 
Then to welcome him a ſhore, 
To his Health a brimmer pour, 
ill every one be mellow, 
kemembring Rodondello, remembring Rodondello, 
temembring, remembring Rodondello, 
emembring, remembring Rodom del lo. 


o at Cales they ſcap d our Guns, 

y ſtrong wall'd umbrello; | 
i|Jarrs and Plundring Dons, 

urſe upon the metal yellow : 

Had the valiant Duke more Men, 
He a Vi cor there had been, 

late at Roaondello, 

late, &c. 


neu- and Petite Anjou, 
lot your ſtate Intrigo : 
e new Marſhall Chateaurenault, 
hen conſult with 7 Deigo : 
And new Glory to advance, 
Sing Te Deum through all France, 
"ur la Viffoire at Vigo, 
our la, &. 


G 3 
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We mean while to crown our Joy, 
Laughing at ſuch folly, 
To their Health full Bowls employ, 
Who have cur'd our 1 
And done more to furniſh Tales, 
Now at Vigo, then at Coles, 
Fam'd Ee did, or Rawleigh, 
Brave Eſſex, &c. 


Great Eliza on the Main, 
Quell'd the Dons Boaftado ; 
In Queen 4 N N's Auſpicious Reign, 
Valour conquers, not Bravado: 
Come bur ſuch another Year, 
We the ſpacious Sea ſhall clear, 
Of French and Spains Armado, 
Of French, &c. 4 


Once more then tho" Boreas roar, 
And loud Thunder bellow ; 

Since Great ORMOND is come o'er, 
With each gallant Zngliſb: fellow: 
Ler us welcome all a Shore, 

To each Health a brimmer pour, 
Till every one be mellow, 
Remembring Roaondello, &e. 


A DIALO Gun between a French Bean, 
Coquett de Angletete. 


Beau. W HEN vile Seba kind and tendbe, 
Recompenſe five le Amour; 
You mine Heart have made me renare, 
If yours come not in Retour: 
Black deſpair I can't defenare, 
No, no, no I can't defenave, 
Grief muſt kill me tent les Jeurt. 
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How can Damon Love another, 
Who believes himſelf ſo fine ; 
He may talk and keep a pother, 
But to change can ne'er incline: 
So much Charm muſt ſlighr all other, 
Ay, ay, ay muſt flight all other, 
He believes himſelf ſo fine. 


Then adieu falſe Eſperanza, 
Tout les Plaiſirs de Beau Jour: ; 
Stella's Heart keeps at diſtance, 
And diſdains le Cher effort ; 
She mon Ane will ne'er advance, 
No, no, no will ne'er advance, 
Cruel Death then prend mon Ceur. 


You a Beau, and talk of dying, 
'Tis a Cheat I'll ne'er believe; 
You've ſuch Life in Self enjoying, 
Death's a word you can't forgive : 
Go improve Deceit and Lying, 
* ay, ay but name no dy ing, 
hat's a Cheat I'll ne'er believe. 


CHORUS. 


When, when will you prove me, to know 

The truth of a Paſſionate Beau, 

How, how ſhall I prove ye, ro know 

The truth of a flaſhy Town Beau; 

By the Sighs, and the Tears, of the wretch, 
By bis Paint, and his Powder and Patch; 

Dy bis Mouth, and his — good Teeth, 

By his Noſe, and his very bad Breath; 

By his Eyes, and the Air of his Face, 

When he Oagles, and Jooks like an Afs; 
bor Dieu ma Avere, each part my truth will ſhew, 
lerbleau mon fou, I never can think ſo. 


„ | Pretty 
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Pretty PE G G of Wandſo 


— — 


T HE Infant Spring was ſhining, 
With Greens and Cowſlips gay, 
The Sun was juſt declining, | 

_ To Bath him in the Sea; 


« 
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as o'er Wandſor Hill I paſs' d, 
o view the proſpe@ rare, 

wely Laſs ſat on the Graſs, 

hoſe Breath perfum'd the Air. 


more let Fame advance, Sir, 

\ London Jenny's praiſe ; 

pretty Pegg of Wandſor, 

xcells her a Thouſand ways: 
For Face, for Skin, 
For Shape, for Mein, 

Charming, charming Smile; 
For Eye, and Thigh, 
And ſomething by, 

ing would give an Iſle. 


Courtier for her favour, 

ould ſlight his Golden claims; 

Jacobite to have her, 

ould quite Abjure King JAMES; 
The ruddy plump Judge, 
That Circuir's do's trudge, 

Id managing Tryals defer; 
Poſt-pone a Cauſe, 
Ard wreſt the Laws, 

et but the managing her. 


General would leave Bombing, 
Towns in hot Campaigns ; 

biſhop his vum and Thumbing, 

u plaguing his Learned Brains. 
ne fighting would moc k, 

And tother his Flock, 

n for Religion or France ; 

This ſnun the Wars, 

And that his Prayers, 

0 but gave a Glance. 


powder'd Playhouſe Ninny, 
th much leſs Brains than Hair, 
deals with Mol and Jenny, 
tawdry common Ware: 


6.3 


129 
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If Peggy once he, 

Saw under a Tree, 
With roſie Chaplets crown'd ; 

He'd roar, and ſcow'r, 

And Curſe the hour, 
That &er he ſaw London Town. 


The Sailor us'd to Slaughter, 
In Ships of Oak ſtrong wall'd; 
Whoſe Shot 'twixt Wind and Water, 
The French jam foutres mawl'd; 
If Peggy once there, 
Her Veſlel ſhould ſteer, | 
And give the rough Captain a blow; 
He'd give bis Eyes, 
And next French Prize, 


That he might but thump her ſo. 


The Doctor her half Sainted, 
For Cures controuling Fate; ü 

That has warm Engines planted, Ti 
At many a Poſtern gate: | 5 


If Peggy once were ill, 
And wanted his Skill 


He'd ſoon bring her to Death's door; 8 
By Love made blind, 1 
Slip from behind, 1 
And make his Inje&ion before. 25 
The Cit that in old Sodom, a 
Sits Cheating round the Year ; Lad, 
And to my Lord, and Madam, d 
Puts off his Tarnifht wate : elo 
This ſneaking young Fep, | 1180 
Would give bis whole Shop, 8e 
To get yy Peggy's good will; Na 
o have her ſtock, on 

So cloſe kept Lock'd,. 


And put in a Key to her Till. 


PII Is to Purge Melancholy. 131 


tho ſhe Hearts diſpoſes, 


London Jeuny's Noſe is, 
ike others out of Joynt: 


For Peggy does ſlight, 


98888858288 


So T a young 


Euviout old 


1d all things at her point; 


Yer ſhe has one faulr, 
Which Jenny has not, 
> Loves happy Laws has obey d; 


And ſtarve her delight, 
keep the dull Name of a Maid. 


Cc 


Lady, Afronted by an 


Woman. 


vain, in vain fantaſtick Age, 


Thou ſeek'ſt ſuch Virtue to abuſe ; 
ia does Mankind engage, 

ch valiant Sword, each noble Muſe : 
tick with ſpite, let crazy Time, 
ake pleaſure to ingender ſtrife ; 


it blooming Beauty in her Prime, 
akes with a Guſt the Joys of Lite. 


h ſbameful word that Malice ſpeaks, 
ads, deareſt Charmer, to your Fame; 
2 hallow'd Grove loud Eccho makes, 
eſounding fair Ophelia's Name: 


YXandal yon more Glo 


Lage does Beauty ſtill prophane, 
ge ever did good Nature want ; 


gain, 


is Perſecution makes the Saint. 


"Lon= 
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' LONDORNS' Loyaly, 


3 


N 


WM as. 
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uſe up great Genius of this potent Land, 

Leſt Traytors once more get the upper hand; 
Rebel crowd their former Tenets own, _. 
Treaſons worſe than Plagues infect the Town: 
ſneaking Mayr, and his two pimping Sheriff, 
for their Honeſty no better are then Thieves ; 
rom their Sov'raign's ſide to court the Mobile, 
md, London, where's thy Loyalty? 


Yorkſhire Patience twirls his Copper Chain, 
hopes to ſee a Commonwealth again; 

neaking Fool of breaking is afraid, 

net change ſides for fear he looſe his Trade: 
_ S$lingsby does their Fate Divine — 

it Abjur'd the King, and all his Sacred Line; 
5 ſuppos'd his Father's Murd'rer to be, 

bthel, Bethel, where's thy Loyalty? 


N notorious Villain late was caught, 

frer to the Bar of Juſtice bronght; 

n77by pack'd a Jury of hisown, | 

orſer Rogues then e er made Gallows groan; | 
Duzdale's Evidence was ſoon decry'd, 

was ſo juſt and honeſt, when old Stafford dy' d; 
was a Rogue, a perjur'd Villian and hely'd, 
uſtice, Juſtice, where's thy Equity ? l 


tn murmurs Treaſon unprovok'd, 

pp'd the King, and after wiſh'd him choak'd ; 
Danby's Place was well beſtow'd before, 

bel turns, ſeduc'd by Scarlet Whore : 

wcy Pride aſpires to high Renown, . '' + 
[Breches are forgot in which hetrudg*&to Town; 
tcan pleaſe theſcribling Clown but th Treaſury, 
bot, Robert, where's thy Modeſty ? 


Pl — 
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Pl —er now grows dull, and pines for want of | 
Poor Creſwel, the can take his word no more; 
Three hundreg Pounds is ſuch a heavy Yoke, 
Which not Ang paid, the worn- out Baud is br, 
Theſe are the Inſtruments by Heaven ſent, 
Theſe are the Saints Petition for a Parliament; 
That would for Int'reſt-fake deſtroy the Mona. 
Oh! Londen, London, where's thy Loyalty ? 


Heaven bleſs fair England, and its Monarch ben 
And Scotland bleſs your High Commiſſioner; 
Let Perkin his ungracious Error ſee, 

And Tony ſcape no more the Tripte-Tree : 
Then Peace and Plenty ſhall our Joys reſtore, 
Villains and Factions ſhall oppreſs the Town no! 
But every Loyal Subject then ſhall happy be, 
Nor need we care for London's Loyalty. 


* endes 


The Law of Nature 148 _ Set to a 


* Gellont new Tune. pt 

| h R 

WW Hill their Flocks were feeding, the 
Near the foot ot a flowry Hill; the 
Cedadon complaining of his Fate, She 
Thus to Aftrea cry d; duc 
Hear my gentle pleadingg . To 
Ah! cruel Nymph forbear to kill ſuch 


A * — with diſdain and hate, 
hom you have once enjoy d; 
There is a Sacred pow'r in Love, 
Is beyond all Moral rules: | 
Follow the Laws of Nature, 
For the Divine Creator 
Did produce, 
And for Human uſe, 
Did Beauty chooſe, 
Who deny themſelves are Fools: 
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leart is pair'd above, 
Ingratitude's a Sin : 

To all the Saints ſo hatefy), 
Che that is found ingrateful, 
May too late, 

In a wretched State, 

Knock at Heaven's Gate, 
ſhall never enter in. 


our firſt made Father, 

id of the whole Creation, 

ach a Crime as could have damn'd us all, 

t treſpaſſing on his Wife: 

en, no doubt, had rather, 

hen it the ill deſign had known, 

plac'd his Angel ere the Fall, 

uarding the Tree of Life; 

that well knew Adam's Breaſt, 

m Nature learnt to wooe, 

Never intended Damming, 

Nor did the Serpents ſhamming, 
Edifie ; 

For the Bone of his fide, 

That was made his Bride, 

ght him what he was to do: 

ij the Maker c'er poſſeſs d, 

h Rage that he did enjoy ; 

the Reflection hated, 

the with pains Create d, 

Should be thought, 

duch a cowardly Sot, 

To be poorly caught, 

Inch a ſneaking Lye. 


ES . 
K.K.. 

BL 

D 
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'The Curtain LECTUR 
A New SONG. 


ALLE. 
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F all Comforts I miſcarried, ; 
When I play'd the Sot and married; 

5a Trap there's none need doubt on't, 

oſe that are in't will fain get out ont: 
je, my Dear, pray come to bed, 
ut Napkin take and bind your Head, 
© much drink your Brain has dos'd, 
a' be quite altet d when repos'd. 

ns, tis all one, if I'm up or - x down, 
as ſoon as the Cock crows LN be gone, 
b to grieve me, thus you leave me, 
5], was I made a Wife to lye alone, 


em your Arms my {elf divorcing, 
his Morn muſt ride a Courſing, 

tt that far excels a Madam, 

all Wives have been ſince Adam. 


F 


She. 1 


138 


She. 


He. Pox what care I, drink your Slops Llp 


She. 


He. 


She. 


He. 
She. 
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I, when thus I've loſt my due, 
Muſt hug my Pillow wanting you, 
And whilſt you rope all the Day, 
Regale in Cups of harmleſs Tea. 


Yonder's Brandy will keep mea Month fi 
If thus parted, I'm broken hearted, 
When , when I ſend for you, my dear 


E're I'll be from rambling hindred, 
I'll renounce my Spouſe and Kindred, 
To be ſober I have no leaſure, 


What's a Man without his Pleaſure. nov 


To my Grief then I muſt ſee, * 
Strong Ale and Nantz my Rivals be, 
Whilſt you tope it with your Blades, WF © 
Poor I fit ſtitching with my Maids. 


Oons you may go to your Goſſips you k 
And there jf you can meet a Friend, p 
Go you Joker, go Provoker, 
Never, never ſhall I meet a Man like yc 


' 
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A Royal SONG 


King of Great Britian's going : In two 
ments, The Words Set to a Inne of my 


| ſteer the Yacht to reach the ſtrand, 
nce Ceſar will be;gone ; 

oclaims our clondy Land, 

png to loſe the Sun. 


now Great Walis brightly ſhine, 
with ſole order ſway ; 

w with Royalty divine, 

t comes another day. 


Royal GEORGE on foaming Seas, 
his harraſs'd Empire eaſe, 
Conſulting Foreign Kings 

Will do bes pam things, 

timely ſhall a , 

j — as — KAY 
[Hmrver regales this happy Tear. 


[Second Movement. ] 


the gay Summet cloys us with Roſes, 

dbine and Jeſſamine feaſt the Sence ; 

the Rebe llion's gone, each ſuppoſes, 

ſome Scorch Loons they ſay make pretence: 
yh, Mackintoſh, Rebel and _—_ 

gain home again, Fer the Booby ; 

Think there's a Seaton, 

Once to do reaſon, 

vr your ſakes, we'll elear the reſt. 
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The Authentick Letter of Marſhal de 
to the French King, on the late wi 
but glorious Battle (as be calls it) nen 

 paraphraſlically done into Metre in h 

— Set to a famous Tune on thy 


arp. 
N 
25 _ 


E ſend you, Sir, one Letter, 
Me viſh it were a better, 
And here me write 
Of our laſt Fight, 
And who yas Conqueſt getter. 


tune Was 4 Jilt, Sir, 
zuch Blood is ſpilt, Sir, 
We own our Loſs, 

But yet it was 

glorious Tilt, Sir. 


le Field by deyrs, Sir, 
it plain appears, Sir, 

o brave and ſtout, 

De French ne'er fought, 
is Hunder Years, Sir. 


a I long ſtood, Sir, 

d within a Wood, Sir, 
He Left, I Right, 
Where we did fight, 
as cer we could, Sir. 


fright, like Giants, 

r dire Defiance, 
Fearleſs to dye, 

In Works Noſe high, 
ur'd bold as Lyons. 


emy broke troo, Sir, 
eus'd to do, Sir, 
And made us flinch 
From treble Trench, 
tell you true, Sir. 


lly retiring, 
de plaguee Firing, 
We wheel'd abour, 
And ſav'd a Rout, 
Warlds admiring. 


Knee vas wounded, 
and Foot ſurroundedy 
And of my Hurt 
You'll have Report, 

u me have found ir. 
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In Heel, dey ſay's my Blow, Sir, ' 
Achilles vas hurt ſo, Sir, 

De Deevil and all 

Vas in dat Ball, 
Being arm'd from Top to Toe, Sir. 


But 'twas by wiſe retreating, * 

When Orders were repeating, 
For when all's done, 
De Warld muſt own, 

We had victorious beating. 


For dey' ve loſt twice our Men, Sir, 
If you'll believe my Pen, Sir, 
5 And ſince a Wood 

Dos ſo much Good, 
We'll ne'er fight on a Plain, Sir. 


Four times we made em run, Sir, 
And yet dey would come on, Sir, 
'Twas well deyr Foot 


Stood boldly to't, 7. 

Dey els had been undone, Sir. by 
Artagnan charm'd his Forces, "y 
He loſt one two tre Horſes, 1d 1 
De Duc de Guich ＋ i 
Shot near de Breech, Love 


Deſerve Heroick Verſes. 


St. George in monſtrous Paſſion, 
Attack'd his rebel Nation, 
Begar Mounſieur, 
He hope next Year, 
You'll make a new Inyaſion. 


For do de Odds muſt be, Sir, 
Vid us as all might ſee, Sir, 
Yet me have ſwore, 
Deyr Troops were more, 
To infinite Degree, Sir. 


Y 


1 will make Peace, Sir, 
ur Luck decreaſe, Sir, 
Dere ne'er was 'known, 
Since War begun, 
time as dis, Sar, 


ur Troops did Wonders, 
ore Martial Thunders, 
Tul write again, 

zut now in Pain, 

f for fear of Blunders. 


(FOE. 08 05 SEOSIOS DE LILEVLS DILE) 


sue ſung by a Boy and Girl, ſuppos'd a 
br and Siſter. Set by Mr, Akeroyd. 


H! my deareſt, my deareſt Celiae, 
Tother Day I ask'd my Mother, 
by thy Lodging chang'd mult be, 
by not ſtill Iye with thy Brother; 
remember well you did, 

nd I know too what ſhe ſaid, 

is a great Boy, great Boy grown, 
hercfore now muſt lye alone. 


CHORUS. 


part us the Cuſtom-of Modeſty votes, 
leſs you had Breeches, 
Jeu had long Coats. 


onder what's in my little tiny Breeches, 
e there's ſome Witchcraft in the Stitches. 
what Devil here reſides, 

my Petticoats thus hides, 
L 7" for a Kiſs, 

0 1. 
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She. Mother laughs an Hour or two, when 
I | Sometimes ask to know why, 
* A He and a She may not bed at our 8 
| As well as two Girls, 
Or as well as two Boys: 

He, I will, fince I am kept from you, 

Gert a Wife as ſoon as may be; 
She. And I'll get a Husband too, 

Three times bigger than my Baby. 


CHORUS. 


Let's laugh then, and follow our innocent 
And kiſs when Mamma is gone out of the 
Fir I fear we ſhall cry, when we know 

'Tis all that 4 Brother and Siſter may & Nor! 


DIRK 1 Solder 


The laft S oN in the Maſque, Se 
Courtivill. 


Eaſe Hymen, ceaſe thy Brow, 


Let Diſcord awe thou heavy Yoke, 
Where Fools with trouble draw ; 
I'm ſworn Foe to all thy Law does bind, — 
Marriage from firſt Creation was deſign'd, 1 8 
A Curie intail'd on wretched human kind. A 
uy f 


Ceaſe Hymen, ceaſe thy Brow, 
Let Diſcord awe; | 
"Tis noble Diſcord, gen'rous Strife, 
That gives the trueſt Taſt of Life; 
Marriage firſt made Man fall, 
Had I been in the Garden plac'd, 
The Woman ne'er had made him taſt, 
"Twas fooliſh Loving damn'd us all. 
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4 SONG. 


u told the Painters fam'd in Greece, 


0 draw true Beauty was the hardeſt piece; 


w, alaſs, the ſame defect we ſee 


, from Painting into Poetry: _ 
0lympia's Face no Skill can take, 

\ Feature does the feeble Artiſt blind, 

, what Muſe a juſt Applauſe can make 
| the Charms in that Angelick kind. 


re for pleaſing Features far renown'd, 

with Wit, or charming Voices wound; 

for Mein and Shape fond Lovers Prize, | 
any make vaſt Conqueſts with their Eyes: 
er were theſe PerfeQions found in one, 

the fair Olympia alone; | 

ir Olympia Phenix-like appears, 

der ſeen once in a Thouſand Years. 


| [Second Movement |] 


ew thy Power, great God of Love, 
laughs at Womans Craft; 


— NET _ — a . | 
y ſhould Beauty firſt ordain'd to pleaſe, - 
= 


Conſume 


And do ſuch fatal Ill, 
lly ſhe can cure, which cauſes the diſeaſe; - 


| her Charm Jef#' ſtroagly move, ' 
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An Op on the Union of the King and Þ 


ment. The Tune by Mr. Jer. Claike. 
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b 


Hilſt the French their Arms diſcover, 
By the Troops abroad they bring; 
ich Joy can ſend em over, 
dings that can make all Europe Ring: 
jþ boys renown'd for warring, 
Fame's glorious Records ſhew ; fs 
by Fate now leave off Jarring, 
reſolve to joyn gainſt the common Foe : 
re frowning, Batavians think of drowning, 
to Spaniards this jolly Dirty ſing ; 
1s Senate now agrees, , 
can ſecure your Peace, 
nt it at the Crowning 
eit Infant King. 


ns Sons no danger fear, 
Iſt their Royal Fleet's well mann'd ; 
tho' — no Storms appearing, 
e is always beſt with the Sword in hand 
's but an empty notion, 
our plotting Neighbour ſhews ; 
of Faith may raife commotion, 
in proper Seaſon may come to blows: 
ive hundred, pray let us not be Plunder'd, 
our Lands then, and all unite at home; 
the Crowns rerogative, 
vote and nobly give, 
n let any inſolent Invader come. 
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4 LAD of the Town 


6 


Lad o' th Town thus made his moan, 
One Winter Morning early; 
Alas, that I muſt Lie alone, 
And Mogzy's Bed ſo near me: 
All Night I roſs, I turn and ſigh, 
Nor ever can I cloſe my Eye; 
Thinking that I lig ſo nigh, 
The Laſs I Love fo dearly. 
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il Delight from foot to crown, 
d juſt Eighteen her Age is; 

that ſhe ſtill maſt lie alone, 
Heart and Soul inrages: 
I'd give the World I might put on 

Each Morn her Stocking or Shoon, | 
If I were but her Serving Loon, | 
yer ask for Wages. 


gzey would but be my Bride, 

take no Parents warning ; 

alue all the World beſide, 

r any Laſſes ſcorning: 

ſy Love is grown to ſuch a height, 
prize fo much my own delight, 
care not, had I her one Night, 

rere hang'd i'th' Morning. 


0 Chloris: A SONG, 


y Addreſſes are grateful, 

ew it in granting my Suit; 
my Paſſion be hateful, 

e me and end the diſpute: 
your doubling and turning, 
cours d Hare in a Morning; 
comply as you ſhould, 

ve me to others that would. 
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for Trick. 


4 Scotch SON G in theT; 


=== tp 
pF 


ect hore — — —_ 532 — — — — 


A Broad as I was walking, upon a Summer's 
There I met a Beggar-woman cloathed all in 
Her Cloaths they were ſo torn, you might — 

r 
She was the firſt that taught me to ſee the Golin, 
Ah, ſee the Golin my Jo! ſee the Golin. 


You Youngſters of Delight, pray take it not in 

She came of Adam's Seed, tho was baſely 

And tho' her Cloaths were torn, yet ſhe had 3 
She was the firſt, &c. f white 


She had a pretty little Foot, and a moiſt Hand, 

With which ſhe might compare to any Eady inthe 

Ruby Lips, Cherry-cheeks, and a dimpled Chi 
She was the firſt, &c. 


When that Ay had wooed, and wad her twa my 


Ay could not then deviſe the way to keep her Baby 


She bid me be at quiet, for ſhe valued it not ap 
She was the firſt, &c. 


lf 
the 


piI Is to Huge Melancholy. 151 


be takes her Bearn up, and wraps it weel in cloaths, 
then ſhe takes a Golin and ſtuck between her Toes; 
ever as the Lurden cry'd, or made any din, 

ſack her Foot, and cry'd my Jo, ſee the Colin: 

fre the Golin, my Jo, ſee the Colin. 


% ' 


＋ N47 WH, N „ L hs wth 12 
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7 CYNTHIA 


Beauty by Enjoyment can 
Reward a Love that's true, | | 
leſs our Patience or our Pan, 
01 deſerve from you. | 


oh, to Love too well's a Curſe, 
ſuch a ſtrange degree ; 


e my Fidelity far worſe, 
11 ch happier dI be. 


Recompence, relentleſs Fate 
faithful Love does give ; 
rg 118 in being obſtinate, 
lt T in Tortures live. 


wretches gull'd to Foreign Shores, 
elly am ſerv'd; : 

ad of Loves dear promis'd Stores, 

n made a Slave, and ſtarv d. « 


/ 
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The KING's Health - Set to Far 
Ground, In Six Parts, 


Fir Strain. 
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Figge 


 & > Se nd fi... 3 cons am amo amo 


The Firft Strain, 


OY to Great Cefar, - 

Long Life, Love and Pleaſure ; 
'Tis a Health that Divine is, 
Fill the Bowl high as mine is: 

Let none fear a Feaver, 
But take it off thus Boys; - 

Let the King Live for ever, 
Tis no matter for us Boys. 


The Second Strain, 
Try all the Loyal, 


Defy all, 
Give denyall; | 
„ne thinks his Glaſs too big here, 
Nor any Prig here, 
Or Sneaking Whig here, 
Of Cripple T's Crew, 
That now looks blue, 
His Heart akes too, 
The Tap won't do, 
His Zeal ſo true; 
And Projects new, 
Ill Fate now purſue. 


The Thrid $ train. 


Let TORIES Guard the King, 
Let Whigs in Halters ſwing ; 
Let Pilk and Sbme be ſham'd, 
Let Bugg'ring Oats be damn'd : 
Let Cheating Player be Nick'd, 
The turn-coat. Scribe be Kick'd ; 
Let Rebel City Dons, 

Ne'er beget their Sons: 
Let ev'ry Wiggiſh Peer, 
That Rapes a Lady fair, 

And leaves his only Dear, 

The Sheets to gnaw and tear, 


. 
* 
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1 1 out of hand, 
And forc'd to pawn his Land 
T' attone the grand Affair. 


The Fourth Strain. 


Great CHARLES, like Jebevab, 
=_ thoſe. would Un-King Him 

And warms with his Graces, 

I. be Vipers that ſting Him: 

Till Crown'd with juſt Anger, 
The Rebel he Seizes; 

'Thus Heaven can Thunder, 
When ever it pleaſes. 


Ji * * 
18+ . 


Then to the ute fill, fill up the Glaſs, | 
Thhe Son of our Martyr, belov'd of the King; ). 
Envy'd and Lov'd, 

Yet bleſt from above, 

Secur'd by an Angel ſafe under his Wing. 


The Sixth Strain. 


Faction and Folly, . 
And State Melancholy, 
With Tony in Whigland for ever ſhall dwell ; 
Let Wit, Wine, and Beauty, 
| Then teach us our. Duty, 
For none e ex can Love, or be Wiſe and Rebel. 


nw wy, fl 2, Y © tint nod ons 


e 
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OE, Congratulating the Happy Acceſ- 
to the Crown, and Coronation of our ma 
ious Soveraign Lady Pueen Ann, The 
i: in Imitation of the foregoing S o N 6, 
fited to ſome Strains of the ſame Ground, 


{RS now is Arming, | 

The War comes on Storming ; 

we is viewing _ 

England is doing: 

hted (1) Memorial, (1) The French 
we and th' Eſcurial, Memorial. 


Ard (2) Gallick Nero, 2) T French. 
wo (3) Carero z Jy The new K. of - 
ceaſe — ra Spain's chief Min... 
) Pan that lies ſleeping z (4) King Will. 
we us _ (s) ; 
) Palas ſupplies him. 5 Ann, 
ing out ye Muſes, & 
Phebur infuſes ; . 
is the occaſion, . 
ANN's Coronation. 

The Second Strain. 


Pair your Hearts and joyn, 
For now the Rightful Line 
Has left you no Excuſe, 
For Jarring or abuſe: 
The thought of Right and Wrong, 
That plagy'd ye all ſo long ; 

No more be now Jet in, 

To raiſe the Senate's Spleen: 

Nor fimple Feuds let grow 

'Twixt the High-Church and the Low ; 
But all reſolve to go, 

To one at leaſt for ſhow : 

And then made happy ſo, 
Dire& your Anger's blow ; 
Againſt the Common Foe. 
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The Third Strain. 


Divine Glwians, 
Now Rules the ad Pi Nation; 
Mo * Pious, 


ichout Affectation: 
1 — Juſtice, and Pity, 
Her Life ſtill rene wing; 
And Queen of all Hearts, | 
E'er the Pageant of Crowning. 


| The Fonrth Strain. 


Alt the Radiant Court of Heaven * bleſt Her 
Bright Aſtres leaves the Sky to aſſiſt Her; 5 
Whilſt on her from all, 

Revolves the Sacred praiſe, 

Of fam'd Elize's Days. | 


Sing then ye Muſer, IS 
What Phoebus infuſes ; * 
Divine is the Occaſim, ' ' 
Queen ANN' — | 


This Chor inay be ſung to the Ground - Bab. 


— 
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e Scotch Laſſes SONG. 


Ae is me, What ails our Northern Loons, 
That with jangling make the Times ſo baddy, 
g like a breed of hungry Hounds, 

lay, they muſt be aw drunk or maddy ; 

But tho' Peace they deſtroy, 

| have ſtill ſome Joy, 


| wed a bonny young Highland Laddy. 


wily Lads are all at Strife | 
ind Low Boys daily new Fears are bringing, = 
there they lead a woful Life, \ 
leadow Jockey and I fit ſinging; 0 | 

A ſweet Horegipe he plays 

To my Roundelays, | 

the merry Edenbroagh Bells are ringing. 


Daizy, and the gay Primroſe, 
Spring is coming to make us gladdy, 
« vaniſh'd with its Froſt and Snows, 
Norm will gar me to be ſaddy, 

For when the Wind blows, 

Jockey wraps me cloſe, | 
aſs, e Cold within his Highland pladdy. 


ld pine to have high place at Court, 
way, 'tis but a fleeting Viſion, 

ld leave the Jolly Country Sport, 
Gown or Sword Man's gay Condition; 
Give me ten Mark a Year, 

And my Highland dear, 

| to Pride, and all Ambition. 


160 
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The Crafty Miſtriſs's Reſolution, 
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L the Town ſo-lewd are grown, 
after you muſt excuſe me 

1 you diſcover your ſelf a Lover, 

ok it is all a Lye: | 

ind Sighs, and melting Eyes, 

'l ſacrifice to ſeduce me, 

ly poor Women are often undone, 

happily warn'd am I. 


me for flying, and for denying, 

Faith, Sir, I muſt refuſe you, : 

me for knowing the Cheats of your Wooing; 
for the Requeſt excuſe me : 

me if when you vow'd and ſwore, 

ought you defign'd to deceive me; 

who makes Love till his Eyes run o er, 
never hereafter abuſe me. 


d Youth did once invade 

Heart, e er I was twenty, 

ſilly Creature, thro* meer good Nature, 
d him what eber he ſwore.- 

and unpractis'd in the Trade 

ve, I was not _— j ta 

who my Innocence then betray'd, 

never deceive me more. 


tho“ he flatter, and ogle and chatter, 
ſtill in the Dance will chuſe me, 

zue the Caſe too, and look like an Aſs too, 
ter all this ſhall loſe me: 

| will Female-Cunning uſe, 

| our ſtock of Revenge produce, 

el ro Honour has broke the Truce, 

| Mankind ſhall excuſe me. 


Words I will not mind, 

with he ſtrives ro amuſe me; 

ls feign'd Paſſion, ſo much in Faſhion 
[ at all give heed. 


- 
— 


162 PII Ls ta Ruge Melauchch. 


Tho' with Sighs he ſwares ho diet, 
And vows he can't live if he loſe me, 

Yet to his Tale I'll be deaf as the Wind, 
And never will let him ſpeed. 


And by my ſo doing, III fit him for wooing, 
With an intent to abuſe me: 
He that wou'd not marry; I faith now ſhall tu 
And for not yielding, excuſe me : 
By Man, I'll be decoy d no more, 


My Paſſion no more it undoes me: 
Once F believed what the falſe one had ſwore, 

But yet for all that, he ſhall loſe me. T 

| St 

Tho' Wit and Youth they do plead, 

And with new Charms preſent me, Bi 
And tho' he flatter, he's never the better, 

For I'll believe him no more: Fl 
No more to Love I'll be betray d, 

But ſhun the Danger it meant me, * 


"Tis happier far for to live a Maid, 
If there were no more Men in ftere, 


* — — are mays ye 3s can have any, 
.W hole Honey will not x 
Il find one that's true to, and ſo bid adieu to 
The Man that could once refuſe me: 
"Twas at my Honour it ſeems you aim'd, Tt 
But your Intent too ſoon you preclaim d. », 
For which by the Virtuous you muſt be blan | 
Whilſt all Mankind ſhall excuſe me. Tt 


LF TP 


DT 
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uh Toper, that want leave bis Bottle to get 
the beſt Wife in Chriſtendom. 


The TOPER. 


pony and Tattles, 
O'er Botrles, 
Shall ſtill cheriſh my Fancy, 
Better, and ſweeter, 
And- greater, 
Than dull Tea with Navey. 
She has forbid me Wine, | 
Or elſe ſhe'll not marry, N 
Dut were ſhe all Divine, 
Nee 


A Maid ſhe ſhould tar 
_ _ —— and D ingle, 
roſs Wives thus ee ay min 
Wine that Care — 8 
We ſhare that are ſingle. 


Harry and Jerry 


The merry, 
Are both Boys of good Nettle, 
Sprightly and tightly, 
And nightly,  . © 

The whole Nation we ſettle, 
Nancy ne er hurts my Brain, 

No wiſhing, nor hoping, 
FRE as — thinks to raign, 

nd hinder my t « 
Says, whene'er "a 8 
A Sot will never be civil, 
Boy bring tother Flask, a 
And let her go to the Devil. 
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U er! 
Vic 


The Politick CLUB. 
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ntry Bumpkin that Trees did grub 

Vier — the Pulpit to drub, 

oor three more o'er a Stoop of ſtrong Bub, 
Late met on a Jolly Occaſion, 

Contrivance to cheat or rob, 

þ in his turn, to ſpeak a dry Bob, 

ik as five Lords, and as poor as Jab, | 

Thus fertl'd the State of the Nation. 


0h Neighbour, Neighbour, what times are 

ne will't be e'er we ſhall have Peace, theſe? 

s out at Elbows, my Breeches at Knees, 
Oh, England, thou art a ſweet Nation. 

eur goes on in his former way, 

ops are ready without their Pay, 

on each other in Battle Array. ER 

Oh, England, thou art a ſweet Nation. 


The Mob have been to Religion true, 

lown the Red, and ſet up the Blew : 

we done their beſt, give the Devil his due, 
With a Proteſtant active Endeavour. 

And what no Nation before did dare, 

in is chang d in a time of War, 

bews we have Bullion enough and to ſpare. 

Oh, would it may prove ſo for ever. 


And tho' Bank Bills we've diſcounted found, 
for a Hundred, we've got but five Pound, 
d, and its pretty, .it ſhines, and it's round. 
Oh, England, thou art a ſweet Nation. 
pers Trading is at an end, 
may our Condition mend, 
no Coin to clip now, nor we none to _ 
Oh, England, thou art a ſweet Nation. 


The King his Taxes no Friend can grutch, 
bites ba wl that we laviſh too much; 

runs away to the French and the Durch. 

And nothing is left more to drein Boys. 


Cit iz „ 


—— — yͤ— - - . — 
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citix. But let us look within our Doors, 
How Backs and Bellies exhauſt our Stores, 
Let's take = Wives, & let's take down our 

eve enough for another Campaig 


Conrtier. Tho Cits cry out that they are unde 
A Cuckold's Profit can ne er be gone; 
Their Wives are well rigg'd, and gold Laces fi 
Oh, England, thou art a ſweet 
Lawyer. Tho' Goldſmith's break too, and ſhut 
"Tis more to cheat ye, than want of Ore, 
For Rogues will be Rogues, whether wealthy 


Citizen. Great Joy will come from the 
When true Effects all our Tallies afford, 

Court. And all our new Medals come out of their 
That, that will be great Conſt 


Vicar. When each Man's Purſe to our Party l 
And Senates ſtudy right ways and means, 
Farmer. And large Sums of Gold comes * 

Then, then will be true Refc 


7 Tho? foreign Gameſters our Ruin pla 
And in our Tables perceive a Blot, D a 
We'll win the Game afterwards, with a why "i: 
| Oh, England, thou art a ſweet Mee 

Poor Britain's Troubles then ſaon relieve, 
And in our ſtead, make our Enemies grieve, 
The Peace will be fett1'd, the Muſes will liv 
Oh, England, thou art a ſweet 
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D and Raw the North did blow, 


rin the Morning early; 
tet tees were hid in Snow, 


lby Winter yearly : | 

me Riding over « Knough, 

vith a Farmer's Daughter ; 

ks and bonny Brow, 

aith made my Mourh to water. 


vail'd 8. 7 * low , ; 

g to ſhew reeding ; 
da graceful bow, 
ige far exceeding: 


lar wer g Daughter: 4 SONG- | 


—— 
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I ask'd her where ſhe went ſo ſoon, 
And long'd to begin a Parly 
She told me unto the next Mark Town, 
A purpoſe to ſell her Barly. 


In this purſe, ſweet Soul, ſaid I, 
Twenty ds lie fairly; 

Seek no farther one to buy 
For I'ſe take all thy Barly: 

Twenty more ſhall buy Delight, 
Thy Perſon I Love fo — ly; - 

If chou wouldſt ſtay with me all Night, 
And go home in the Morning early. 


If 1 pound could buy the Globe, 

Quoth this I'd not do, Sir; 
Or were my Kin as poor as Job, 

I wo'd not raiſe em ſo, Sir: 
For: —— I be to Night your friend, 

ſt get a young Kid together; 

r you d be gone ere the nine Months end, 
And where ſhould I find a Father ? 


T told her I had Wedded been, 
- Fourreen years and longer; 
Or elſe I chooſe her for my Queen, 
And tie the Knot much ſtronger : 
She bid me then no farther rome, 
But manage m by hou = fairly ; 
And keep Purſe oor Spouſe at-home, 
For ſome other ſha | have he her Barly. - 


CW 
0 
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L of one with t'other 4 Nev Sonoto 
6 Scorch Time of Cold and Rn. | 


dreſs'd fine met AM + diyine, 2 
Reſolv'd to Court Ki wooe her, 

Ki and Ro Lis 

ht little could do her: 

Ven — but would not own 

Love for all that pother; {ds 
in did ſoar at ſomething more.. 
tle of one with F other. 


1 gat re· a 
r your idle Kifling ; 

uren ſuit will yield no Fruit, 
mocking elſe be 1 | 
pute, You 

r Siſter, or your Mother; 1 
0'll refine kis Joys, muſt joya - s 
of one with t other. 


at me thus like Tontalur, 

ales me Pine with Plenty; 
hadows ſtore, and nothing more, 
r Subſtance is too dainty: 

ry Tree is like to thee, 

but a blooming Lover; 

get Fruit, or elſe be mute, - 

le of one with t other. 


yn'd with Flat, there Mirth in that, 

— and a higher | 

and Mean, with Fuge between, 

Muſick we deſire : 

1 2 does loathing bring, 

Mauſlick's Mother, 

| 1 Face, my * Baſs, 

tle of one with 0 other F 
II, -Þ No 


J 


. 


we Pills te Fuge Malaxchob, 


No warmth defire without a'Fire, 
Na bargain without Writing 
In Rapture then clap too your Pen, 

You were before Inditing: 
And if I take the Lines you make, 
Like Lawyers deal, ff. Wire; then 

ike Lawyers deal; ite, then Seal 
A little of one with other. * 


No greater truth cou d warm the Youth, 


e Lady's Breath was roſie; 
He laid her down on flow'ry ground, 
To treat her with a Poeſie: 
And whilſt in haſt he claſpt her faſt, 
And did with Kiſſes ſmother, n 
She cry'd my Heaven, your ſweetly given, 
A little of one with t'other. 


LE your Honour Miſs, 5% lll, loll, 
Now to me Child, 2% Joll, los, 

id eaſie now, tho lad, lol, 

ell done Miſs, bel led, lol, 

p your Body Child, bo J, lot, 
you in time will Riſe, hob, the Ja. 


p your Head Miſs, 2h Iod, lol, 
or Noſe Child, 0 lod, 

VG preſs on ye, tho dall, Juli, 

eaſie Miſs, tholl doll, doll, 

t your Toes too, h oll, loll, 
0011 learn preſently, hob, tholl la. 


r Hips ſwimmingly, hell lol, doll, 
dur Eyes languiſhing, tholl lell, loll, 
here's your Ears now? hl dell, doll, 
off your Jerking, #holl Joll, loll, 

ur Knees open, the loll, loll, 

I will never do, hob, tholl la. 


vill Love me Miſs, bolt loft, lol, Noll, - 

| Dance rarely Child, eholl loil, dad, 
a Fortune Miſs, rh hol, Ioll, © 
ut be Married Child, :holl toll, lll, 
your Money Miſs, #holl Hell, loll, 
vill give you my bib, tholl la, 


a 
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F noble Race was Shinking, 
The Line of Owen Tudor, 


Thum, thum, thum, thum, 


Bur her Renown is fled and gone, 
Since cruel Love purſu'd her. 


Fair Minnie Eyes bright ſlaning, 
And Lilly Breaſts alluring; 

Poor Jenkins Heart with fatal Dart, 
Have wounded paſt all curing. 


Her was the prettieſt fellow, 
At Foot-ball or at Cricket; : 
At Hunting Chace, or nimble Race, 
Cots- plut how her cou'd prick it. 
But now all Joys are flying, 
All Pale 240 wan hos Checks too, 
Her Heart ſo.akes, her quite forſakes, 
Her Herrings and her Leeks too. 


No more muſt dear Metheglin, 
Montgomery 3 
ſmart one week more, 


Adieu Creem=Cheeſe and Flomery. 
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rcd by a Cruel lawleſs Fate, 

[ lov'd a Nymph with Paſſion ; 
found alas, I came too late 

oſway her Inclination : 

Heart was given a Coxcomb's fee, 
hoſe Face had Introduc'd him; 

wh not one grain of Sence had he, 
0 know how well ſhe us'd him. 


if worth could make her kind, 
pd hourly made advances; 
who can e er the Charm unbind, 
Womans ſtubborn Fancies: 

mly did her foible ſhew, 

here cer he came, abus d him; 
Id him Fool, I prov'd him ſo, 
he the better us d him: 


„ ſhe cry d, your God of Wit, 
r Sex ſhould all q_=_ him; 
te that Charms my pperite, 

| ſleep upon my Boſom : ; 
ſenſeleſs ſtuff my Love withdrew, 
l cur'd my Melancholy; 

td her Brute, then bid adieu, 
every Female folly. F 
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age : 


— — — 
EN Sylvie in Bathing, ber Charms does 
The pr _—— dancing under her N 
t is ready to part from my Soul, 
kap Fom the Ga——'ry into the Bowl: 
Each day I = hs too, 
A A bribe for her Guide too, 


— UH ve her x Crown, 
me the Water where ſhe ſat down; 


XIX. think Pum — Lo 


Virtue is doubtful, but 
Filler I hire to play fomething Sublime, 

il the while od oe my Hear beats the Time) 
rs, they Font, & and — when ſhe goes, 
who it is addrefs'd to ſtraight ev ry one knows 

Won'd I were a Vermin, 
Call'd one of her Chairmen, 
Or ſery'd as a Guide; 
bow d as they do a damn'd tawny Hide, 
like a Pebble at bottom cou'd Lye, 
her Beauties, how happy were 


2 


. 
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PON a ſunſhine Summers day, 
When every Tree was green and gay ; 
The Morning bluſht with Ph.ebs: ray, 
Juſt then afcending from the Sea: 
N 5 did a 3 ow | 
ovely Cbetage he e ; 
Where lovely Cloe Spinain far, 
And till ſhe rurn'd her Wheel about. 
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ices Thouſand Graces crown, 

ling Hair was lovely brown; 

ling Eyes all Hearts did win, 

white as Down of Swans her Skin: 

ting her plain Dreſs appears, 

e not paſſing Sixteen Years; - 

min lay ſigbing at her Foot, 

il ſhe turn d her Wheel about: 


veeteſt of thy tender kind, 

e, this ne er can ſuit thy Mind; 
Grace attracting noble Loves, 

er deſign d for Woods and Groves: 
come with me, to Court my Dear, 
my Love and Honour there; 

ave this Rural ſordid rout, 

wn no more thy Wheel about. 


with ſome few Modeſt hghs, 
ms to him her Charming Eyes; 
npt me Sir, no more ſhe cries, . 
i my Weakneſs to ſurprize : 

your Art's to be believ'd, +. 

bow Virgins are deceived ;* - 

kt me thus my Life wear out, © 
m my harmleſs Wheel abour. - 


dear panting Breaſt cries he, .- 
unſeen liviairy z * 
my Soul that reſts in thee, 

this cannot, muſt not bet: 

ule not my eternal woe, 

the Man that Loves thee ſo; 
with me, and eaſe my doubt, 
im no more thy Wheel about. 


l mg Tongue ſo pla d its parte, 
id admiſſion to her Rear 

the thinks it is no Sin, 
Loves fatal poiſon in : 

too late ſhe found her fault, 

der Charms had. ſoon forgot; 

her e er the Year ran out, 

to turn her Wheel about. 
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Tubborn Church-diviGon, - 

Folly and Ambition, 
Caus'd with Deriſfion, 
Poor England ſad condition; 

25 leavo their Stations, by ſtrange Abdications ; 
New ones come to eaſe us, 


Yet 3 ms bt can pleaſe us, 
s the Man then that ſhuns the Great, 
pleaſeth himſelf in a Rural State. 


ith caſe and in a ſweet retreat, 

Avoids all. Jarrs and Faction, bh: 33 \g 
In his ſmall Dominions, 1 
Vents no ſalſe Opinions,  .. © 
teſerts the true, for Pi, or Secinian:  _- 
t fits down with his Friends arvund, l. 
Whilſt the Glaſs iscrown'd, _ | 
And the Healths abound, 

te King and the Queen the beſt in 
The Fleet or Armies Action, 
Argues ſtill with reaſon, 

Speaks nor hears no Treaſon; 
or Arraigns the ſence, | 
{ five Hundred Heads to pleaſe 
Plaintiff or Defendants, op 
Ne'er Ft his attendance, . We 
thes well to all, that are at -H, 

t he Loves no Court dependance. 


Books admires when Win, 
Good Muſick and a Ditty, - up 
A takes a Spouſe, to adorn his Houſe, . 
That's Rich and kind, and pretty; 

„ merry, merrily diſcards all ſorrow, , : 
ly does never, 'neyer Jend nor bor w-, ; , 
nerouſly N his. Frisods to d, 

0 


5 the ſame to rrowW. 233 yn” wht wht 


che Town, 


se 
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182 Prius to N Malenchcl neboh, 
The Moderator's Dream; in an — 


tween the Ghoſt of Dueen Bus R. aj 
Genius of Gzxzar ar Bxrrann: O 


* bythe Diſt Diſ⸗ the Burning theþ 0 
and the Mobb: "wa on the 17th of 
vember. The Words made wade to a pretty ; 
cal'd Chimney Sweep. ES 
WEN „e. 
3 Ley 


4 had a Dream, 
: Sane the Queen, ſave the Queen, 


Methought Queen BESSE =" 
Save the Queen, 4 CRT 

From Manſon of Repoſe, 1 1. 
Save the Qucen: | | 


The Genius of our Land 
Came in too at her com 


d agg tan, 
When ſuc 1 Kalte ar are made 2 


Seve the Queen : 1 | | 
When Foe Ts confeſt, ' | T3 > $4 py; = 
And comes Puft froth * 17 11 * F 
What makes you lexye'your Ref? 
Save the Nucen, &. Weite o; Ferne 


We 
Grereign then 


lace the time I dy'd; 
x the Queen : 


Priſe aloft did mount, | 


had a vile Aﬀeront ; 
the Queen, Ge. 


Day of high Renown, 
— 42 


the Queen 3 


our of my Name; 
e the Queen, &cc. 


we did Gay appear, 
e the Queen, &c. 

Gerge was likewiſe there, 
we the Queen: 

ev] of graceful Size, 

| kimſelf 

d by to give Advice; 
the Queen, Rte. 


u Cardinals in Caps, 


e the Nueen, &c. 

ve the Queen: 

r Capuchines in Bays 

A to make the People gaze 


irve the Queen, 


deve the Queen, &. 
ſplendour o're the Town, 
ive che Queen, Kc. 


P:1 1 5 fo Pe Melancholy. 
Queen's Syerch, 


, . 
the Queen, e . Kuen, 


dow late on ſtrange Account, 


long my Fame did Crown, 


friends old Rome to ſhame, 
cf glorious ſhow did Frame, 


without diſguiſe, 


ir Monks with bloated Chaps, | 


oHundred Lights to blaze; 1:4 


t when twas to be ſhown, 


_ 
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A Troop of Grenadiers, 


Put 'em all in Panick Fears, - 
By Order of ſome P —<s þ 
Save the Queen, ſave the Queen. ” 
They Seiz'd my Puppets all, . Is 
Seve the — &c. | . 
And bore em to Whithat,. 11 
4 Save the Never, __ q th 
t. George, Who look'd ſo row 
With the Pope and Dev'l his Mate, Re: 
Were Pris'ners made of State ; | th 
Save the Queen, Kc. — 
My Glory thus they Cloud, of 
Save - 4 Queen, Le. of 
And diſoblige my Croud, : þ 
Seve the Queen: 
Who would have ſhewn that Night, 
By the Power of Zealous might, 
A Cauſe moſt pure and bright ; 
Save the Queen, &c. 2 
But Pro muſt be, len 
Sove * — &c. - 
Allow'd in each Degree, 1 f 
Save the Queen : | 1 
And fome were there that ſaw: — ; 
Who have ſworn to mend this flaw, . : 
By force of Common Law ; | 


Save the Queen, &c. #023 .67 Hi the 


A P-— r of Noble Hope, — 
Saue the Queen, &c. 8 the 

Lays Claim unto the Pope, 

Save the Queen: | 

A Doctor of Eſteem, 

And Religious to the brim, 

Swears Dev'l belongs to him, 
Save the Queen, CC. 
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mile Wg in Town, 
the Queen, &c. 
the Pretender own, 


the Queen : 

js his Coat was gay, 

ace thus tis took away, 
overnment ſhall pay ;. 
the Queen, &cc. 


Reaſon too they have, 

the Queen, &c. 

think, whoſe Heads are Grave, 
the Queen : 

il that was aim'd at, 

v ſhew a Mob as great, 


g- Boys did of late; 
the Queen, 
44 
the Queen, &c. 
Reverence to your Shade, 
the Queen : 
| 7 in Tamele footy | 
15 Ks$ ends 5 
aber Meſinel ; 5 * A Fiſherman 
the Queen, &c. of Naples, that i 
five days Time 
Ivy Mob that's paſt, rais'dſucha _ 
Ir 1. 
tim the Viceroy 
the —_ uppreſt, Nobles, and over - 


is the Guards may thank, turned the whole 
ud one day more grown rank, Government. 

n'd had been your Bank; 

the Queen, &cc. 


the Queen: 


-x86 Pr 1.5 to N Mead 


But Morals that belong 

— Queſtion) to a Throng, 
wo Hundred Thouſand ſtrong ; 
Sæve the Queen, &c. 


Methinks I fee em meet, . zi 
Save the, &c * f 
And fill up Lombard:fireet, e NO 
Saue the, &c. 
EE ee 
t ags they will not , 
An Ague has for fear; * 
Save the Queen, Cc. 


A Noble Lord at home, 
Seve the, &c. | 

Saluting Caprain Tem, = 
Save the, the 

Half melted with his fears, 

Forc'd to Treat in Elbow Chairs, 

A Rabble rout of — z 
Seve the Queen, KC. | ot 


„&c. 
* gut as well be ſo, 
Had — Proceſion now, 
And gone on with ——— 
| Cove the Queen, 


Not that there's real Fear, 
Cave the, %e, 
Of Mobs whilft I am here, 
Save the, &c. 
__ — where — rules, 
old Proverb wiſe Schools, 
No Jeſting with Ed ools; 
Save the Queen, 


* e Nee 

the Queen, fave 3 

Vj ſuch Jeſts aſide, | 

the Queen £ + K 

nvial things 1 theſe, * 
fatal Feuds Increaſe, 

e no Friends to Peace, 

the Queen, ſave the Queen. 


a the Scarlet Whore, 
th, &c. 

burn as before, 

the, &C. 

un cloſe his Jaws, 

the Pretender's Cauſe, 
ave it to our Laws, 
the, &c. 


 Majeſtick Spright, 

the, &c. | 
your Grace good Night, 
the Queen : 

* no more remains, 
ceaſe Poetick Pains 9 
turd the Saint that Rergng,. 


the Queen, ſave the Rue. 


3 
K 
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thy Power, 
ſower; 
; 
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Face, can wound a Lover, 

like too; can recover: 
Kill, or ſave from dying, 
naſported- Soul is'flying. 


r than the blooming Roſe is, 
than the falling Snow is; 
ich Eyes the Great Creator 
lis Lamps to kindle Nature ; 
$ he that can refuſe her, 
turd Fate, that I muſt looſe her. 


* 


y Solon's Hunting SonG. Sung by Mr, 
Dogget. 


tee, tivee, tlvee, tivee, High and Low, 

rk, hark how the Merry, merry Horn does blow, 
bugh the Lanes and Meadows we go, 

Puls has run over the Down; | | 
Ringwood and Rockwood, and Jools & Spring, 
under and Wonder made all the Woods ring, 
lorſmen and Foot men, hey ding, a ding ding, 
envies the Pleaſure and State af a Crown. 


flow, follow, follow, follow Jolly boys, 

a vith the Beagles now whilſt the Scent lies, 
Fac'd God 1s juſt ready to riſe, | 
iſe Beams all our Pleaſure controuls ; 

over the Mountains and Valleys we row], 

a's fatal Knell in each hollow we toll; 

the next 2 rope off a full Bow], 

| Pleaſure like Hunting can cheriſh che Soul. 
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HAN vor Alr 

take my Mare 

And mount her firſt, 

She walks juſt thus, 

Her Head held low, 

And Motion ſlow ; 

with Nodding, Plodding, 
ing, ing, 

Da age kl. laibing, 

Snorting, Starting, 

Whim ically ſhe goes: 

Then Whip ſtirs up, 


Trot, 2 7. rot; 
Amblin n with eaſy flight, 
dhe riggles like a Bride 2 Night ; ; 


Her ſhuffling hitch, | * 
Regales my ritch; | 
Whilſt Trott, Galler Trott, Trott, 


Brings on the Gallo | 
The Gallop, the Gallop, | 
The Gallop, and then a © ſhore | | 
Trott, Trott, Trott, Trott, | 
Straight again up. and down, | 
Up and down, up and down, 
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- 


Trott. 


Pace. : 


Trott. 


Gallop. 
Trott. 


Gallep. U 
Trott. 


As her Face is, 


And in Bed too, 
Like my Pad too; 


Wagging, 1 - = 


PIitLs 6 | Pays Maney 


Till the comes home with a T 
When Night dark — wi 


Juſt ſo Phillis, 
'Fair as Lillies , 


Has her Saces; 


Nodding, Plodding, 


Daſhing Ing, 
Flirting, Spirting, 
Artful are all her ways: 
Heart thumps pitt, pare, 
Trott, Trott, rott, Trott: 
Ambling, then her Tongue gets looſe 
Whilſt wrigling near I preſs more cl 
Ye Devil ſhe crys, 
I'll tear your Eyes, 
When Main ſeiz'd, 
Bum ſqueez'd, 
I Gallop, I Gallop, 1 Gallop, I G 
And Trott, Trott, Trott, cott, 
— again up and down, 
Op and down, up and down, 

l the laſt Tak with a Trott, 
Ends our Love Chaſe. 


— 


0 * 


a 


bis Miſs, 


D you not promiſe me when — 
} That you would marry me, can you 
If 1 did promiſe thee, 'twas but to try _— 
up your Witneſſes, elſe I defie the. 


Y- 


-» 


o 


who would truſt you men that ſwear and vow 
xm only to deceive, how can you do ſo? [o, 
ve can ſwear and lye, you can di _— 


xd then to hear the Lye, would one 
: [ tremble. 


Had I not lov'd, you had found a Denial, + 
tender Heart, alas, was but too real; 

would a new Shower encreaſe the Flood, 

[oo ſoon would overflow. 2 


al I know you were, I've often try d ye, 

al ro forty more Lovers beſides me. 

thouſands lov'd me, where was myTranſ; 

0u were the only He, c'er got Poſſeſſion? - . 
lou could'ſt talk prettily, e er thou could'ſt 14 


| Child;. 
t I'm too old and wiſe to be ſham'd 0. Child. 
0 y'are ſo cruel you'll never believe me, 


nd your Kid home to me, I will care on't, 


* 


8 


ire to . Mdenchoy; 153 
HAL OG UE between a Town Spark and | 


me, . 
ery? 


« do but take the Child, all I forgive thee. _ 
thas the Mother's Gifts, twill prove a rare one. , 
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by bonny 


4 ch Lord? I care b 
le, tickle ſo, tickle, 


te fir tho“ was over, 

½ her Breath did recover; 
Willey bated his Wooing, - 
wly prepared to be going: 
ul 14 he 1 w_ 8 
abbled her and Squeez 

lay a little, 'T vow and frrcar I could kill ye. 
ouch I can bear 8 
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Larks awake the drowzy morn, 
y deareſt lovely Chloe rife, 

th thy dazling Rays adorn, - 
mple World and Azure Skies: 
e of thine out-ſhines the Sun, 
deck d in all his Light; | 

as he excells the Moon, 

ſmall twinkling Star at Noon, 
leteor of the Night. 


wn and ſee your Beauty's power, 
le the Hear? in which you reign ; 
quer'd Slave in Trium 1 bore, 
ner wear ſo ſtrong « Chain: 


aw 1 that I may Livre, 
er with to be free; 
t hope for kind Reprieve, 


5 grateful bondage leave, 
mortality. : 
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V are my Eyes ſtill flowing, 
Why do my Heart thus trembling move? 
(01 figh when going 
ke the darling Saint I Love ? - 

e's my Heaven, and in her Eyes the Deity; 
uno Life like what ſhe can give, 

Death like taking my leave : 

me no more of Glory, 

ms Ambition I've reſign d 
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A New 
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Alking down the Highland Town; 
There I ſaw Laſſes many; 
the Bank in the higheſt Rank, 
one more gay than any « 
d about for one kind Face, 
| ſaw Billy Serogy-;. . 
of him what was her Name, 
call'd her Catherine Logy, 


ed Eaſt, and I travelled Weſt, 
| travelled through Scrabegy; 
faireſt Laſs that e er I ſee, 


pretty Catherine Logy. 


ed Eaſt, and I Travelled Weſk;. 
Travel'd nog Strabogy; 
watch a long Winters Night, 
te fair Catherine Lg: 


Love in Lamer Moor, 

nty Love in Leith, Sir: 
her Love in Edinborough, 

wa Loves in Dalkeith, Sir. 


kaſt, or Ride I Weſt, 

love She's {till before me, 
my Wife ſhou'd ken aw dez 
d be very ſorry\ 


202: P1444\to N Melorcboh. 


The Scotch Parſor's Deugh 


+ # 
—— 


EGGY in Devation; 

| Bred from tender Fears; 

From my Loving motion, 1 
Still was call'd to Prayers: 

F made muckle buſtle, * 
Love's dear Fort to win; 

Bur the Kirk Apoſtle, 
Told her. twas a Sin. 
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gand R 
en fuch Whining Cane z. 


42 7 f 
ited my young Saint: 
— her che Du 

wyenty to know 

lik d her Beauty: f 

ght her thoſe below. 


took my part ſill, 

r did R on blind 8 
or all his Art ſtill, 
to me inclin'd: 

x delight hereafter, 
Io dull appear; 

[ had taught her, 

d to ſhare em here: 
tis worth your Laughter, 


the canting Race; 
Son nor Daughter, 


is * * — - „ D * Aa yy —- —— aa,” um 
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The BLACKBIRD: 4\ 
SONG. 


RC, room, room for a. Rover, 
Vonder Town's ſo hot; 
I a. Country Lover 
Bleſs my Freedom got : 
This Celeſtial Weather 
Such enjoyment gives, 
We like Birds flock hither, 
Browzing on green leaves: 
dome who late fate Scawling,. 
Publick Cheats to mend 3. 
Study now with Bowling, 
Each to Cheat his Friend: 3 
Whilſt on the Hart horn Tree, Terry rerty, rerty, “ 
m rer, fings the Blackbird, Oh what a Nini 


bis t Page Melenchoh: © a0 


Eaſtern Regions, 
ibals abound; 


of all Religions, | 
does Man confound:. 
xr worſer Natives, 
x Church-Rules obey; 
ite Barb'rous Caitiffs, | | 
ye up more than. they: | 20.3. 7:4344- KF 
Town, hot Follies, | 
k to Faction draw; 
ra, Noiſe and Malice, 
too for Law: | 
in the 8 &c.. 


id Game's again on Tri 

er Church-men gueſs ; * 
write We moſt Loyal, 

mean nothing leſs ; 
kactious Teazer, 

udly. Votes-his Will; 

de then to Cæſar, 

6 fits Patient ſtill: 

Tee 4 — 

Ke es to 3 
Want a COO 2 

like Fehu Ride: 2. 

In the, &c. 4 


ne Spur a Bottle,, | | | 

75 21 
hat warms the Noddle; . | 

6 all Cares defy :. 
umer Sweets do fall, 
res new and > | 19434 
on joy em alt; 
rate anglers, ; 

N inters Curſe 
vel to Law wran — 91 
ut ſo plague the Py 
the, & c. | | o 
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The New BLACKBIRY 


A Sons, in the Wonders of the Sun, oi" 
Kingdom of Birds : To the foregoing Toll: 


Hilſt Content is wanting. 
In the World below; 
We in freedom chanting, 

Life's true pleaſure know: 

Ge with care and duty, 
o Superiour ſway ; 
They ne'er ſeo the Beauty, 
one Pp Day :: 

Profits Golden Follies, 

Half the Globe infeſt;. 
Faction, Pride, and Malice, Fm 
. all the reſt: 

It in eternal Day; Terry, verry, ; 
2 rerry, Sings the Blackbird, TM 
Ab! what a World have they? terry 


Giant Limb'd Ambition, 
Like a TyraxttReigns ;. 
* — new Diviſion 
Hourly in their Brains: 
Sometimes Peace enjoying, 
Some they a League begin; 
But one Monarch's dying, ug 
Breaks em all again: WE 90.387 
Then the 1— Þ | 
For Religion Fighr ; 
Tho' the hot Pretenders, 
Never had a doit: TELLING 
Whilft here in laſting Day; Terry, &. 


eder fd der ety 
en their Aid they 
Armies for defences, 22 80 

A Preſent Pay they grant: 


P11 L5:to Parge: Melanchohs. 
ge work once ended, 
y the Chiefs diſown ; 
y are cry d down: : 
mcur'd x Nouriſh, 
imſeys © Diſcaſe ; ; 
xr loſe or Flouriſh, 


ace at caſe : 


kre in laſting Day ; Terry, & c. 


at Pamper'd 

nbling at the Go. 3 
o ſtint, "ris pirty, 
ya their 12 
10 ountry 
ding o'er. his Ground 5 
5 and wondrous Mood 
does four in the P 
frmentation, banters all our Soul; 
{to Fire the Nation, 
7 blow the Coals : 
bere in laing Day, 7 
terry, rerry, Sings the Blackbird 3 
har 's World hwoe they. 
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rt“ who deſcended from Trojan ſtem, 
firſt Ancient 416ion alarm'd with his Forces; 
whom their Anceſtors raiſe their Name, 
whoſe brave Deeds are ſo many diſc ; 
when Rome's Eagles aloft did ſoar, BY 
ant f CaraFacus with Condutt glorious z 

rem till Fare envying Britain power, 

e up her Hero a Prize to || Oftorius. 


CHORUS, 


5 


d take Caution, 

bi: fam'd Nation; Py 
re, whilſt your are 

Rich and al: 
treat, you'll be great, 

rel on, you're undone, 


a the bundle of Rods in the Fable. 


Diviſion firſt chang'd their Caſe, | 
ouſie needleſs, and Fears beyond meaſure ; | it 
hey combin'd, Rome had conquer'd tefs, . | | 
had 9 Caſibelan ſold them to Ceſar: | | 
ice that Change they can ne'er retrieve, 
ewe it here for Example in Story; 

w to Honour thoſe ſince did Live, © 5 7 
n the ſweer Lyre with the Cembrian Glory. A 
d take Caution, &e. 1 


ul; and her noble Sons I Sing, 

vhom my Muſe has his Trophy erełted; 
when the firſt mighty (#) Conquering King, 
others Nen, yet remain d or ſubjeRed : 
m and Right they all held ſo dear, 

der than yield up the Gory of either; 


4 WM. — 


— —— 


te [nvaded Britain u Mun. 2855. t f 
. Lieutenant in Britain for Claudius Imp. Y Sir 
emples Introduf. to Hiſt. of England. () vid. 


Amals of Wm. the Conqueror. 77 


$16 P:rr1s to Fung Melenchoh, 
«ms ama, 


Rufes the next o'th” — 1 Line, 

2 a great Monarch by ing a Miſer; 
He heavy Taxes * the Welch aſſign d, 

Which, than to Pay him, tis known they were 
12 fought, tho' at laſt home fled, 

Yet had the Victors no wonder to brag on; 
For ſtill on the Mountains an Egg was laid, 
That ſome Years after grew up to a 
England take Caution, &c. | 


Þ Stephen and || Henry the firſt of the Name, 
Did in each Reign prove the Griffiths Welch me mar 
And brave Cadwalader loſt no fame, 
Tho' by baſe Treachery ſiain before Battle; 
Valiant K. Jen $too by force of Arms, 
Threatn'd bold Conan to leſſen his Bravery; 
Yet thought fit after to come to terms, 
| Welchmen were never yet huff d into flayery, 
England zake Cie, &c. 


But what no force then could do on Earth, 
Policy in the next Reign well aſteQed 


Handfuls of Men 


Chang'd his Renown for a Wedded condition 
Beauty's ſoft Joy did ſo powerful prove, $4 
That paying Tribute, he veil'd his Ambition 


— wo 


* Vid. Stow y year of K. Wm. Rufus, Anno 1094. 
no. R. Steph. 1f. 1136, | Hen, 2. e. R. 26. 
Dom. 1180, 5 K. John. Ame. 1212. (e) vid. Sto 


R. Ed. 1f. 1a. Am Dem. 1284. (b) vid. Baker 
Ed. rf. 
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+ Owen Glendewer did Annals fill, 

a the fourth the Hor-ſpur Infeſteds 
n three Battles ſuch numbers did kill, 

like a Fury: was fear'd and deteſted : 
vis bold Teut ber F behind in Fame, 
1 Glory call'd him, or Freedom excited; 
for eſpouſing the Royal Dame, 
ing too high had his Luſtre benighted. 
id take Caution, &c. 


ted Vaughn is ne'er forgot, 

ith Fenken, nor Morgan ab Reuber; 

uin at Eagcott ſ that fatal ſport, 

lilt others follow'd the Fortune of Trut ber: 
many more of Renown'd account, 

prov'd that Day by their Valiant endeavour; 
Brit; Valour could e'er ſurmount, 

ie ne er in Battle behav d themſelves braver. 

d take Caution, &c. | 


— 


vv at laſt I muſt boldly ſing, 

us fam d Leek ſo renown'd in old Rory 3 

vore = . ight I of rm _ 1 

to diſtinguiſh in Conquering 2 

mbs hap: h at Fans, eres Prone 1h 

EIS 

4) tor reat e nave got 
occaſion, 


yons (6) been Deiſiell on leſi | 
| take Caution, & . Ed 
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Merlin the Fam'd who her Native was, 
Prophecy d ſtill the true worth of this Nation 
Equal to all if they not ſurpaſs, . 
or Honour, Courage, and Arts in each ſtatic 
Had their croſs Stars made em e er unite, 
And againſt Foes jointly done their endeayq 
2 proud Name had ne er ſeen the Light 
ut Britain held up her Title for ever. 


Therefore take Caution, ) fi 
By this brave Nation; Wh 
All agree, whilſt you are free, p thot 
And Rich and able: fe 
Friendly treat, you'll be great, 
Quarrel on, you're undone, 


| Think on the Bundle of Rod in the Fable, 


* Merlin the Miracle of his Time born in Britain, 
LE TTEIIOISUITONOSTETDOLLI 


A Sons, 


Follow'd Fame and got Renown, 

I _—_ all o'er the Park and Town; 
I haunted Plays, and there pry Wiſe, 
Obſerving my own modiſh Vi | 
Friends and Wine I next did try, 
Yet I found no ſolid Joy; 

Greateft Pleaſures ſeem too ſmall, 
Till Sylvia made amends for all. 


But ſee the ſtate of humane Bliſs, 
How vain our beſt Contentment is ; 
As of my Joy ſhe was the Chief, 
So was ſhe too my greateſt Grief : 
Fate, that I might de undone; 
Dooms this Angel but for one; 
And, alaſs, too plain I ſee, 
That I am not the happy he. 
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Againſt Free-Will : 
4 80 N G. 


) filly Mortall, nd ak chy Creator, * 45 
Why thy thort Life is —— wich 
thou art Slave to the Follies of Nature, 
for thy Plague he made Woman ſo fair ? 
If Chloe Glances 
Can charm: thy Sences, — * 
Beauty force thee into her ſna re: 


this Free- Mi, of which Gownmen ſo prate, F 
bone, none have power to controul their Fate. 


be Monerch of all the Creation, 
pen in Reaſon ſhould ſtoop to his ſway; 
Rich, or Witty, by free Inclination 
ung his Privi edge, calmly obey ; 
Elſe every Brute is 
More bleſt with Beauties, 
Horſe or Stag, each can ſeize his Prey; 
ter i th; Grove ſaw the Lordly Bull, 
the fair, She like a loving Fool, 


es 


1 * 
* 
* 
, ” % 
. 
i | q* 
„ # * * 
. 9 
* 4 11 * 4 
* = * . 4 


Cans 


$14 Pri ts to Ne Aden, 


| 

4 $0 n 6 in the Opera call d, Nhe! 
the Birds. Sung by Miſs Willis, W'* 
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ls the Fields in Froſt — 
Watching late and early; 
There I keep my Father: 
Booi — Bool — — 4 
i ooing there, 
Here « Boo, there a Boo, every where a Boo, 
Ie defy all Care and Strife, 


ins Charming Conntry-Life. 


* 
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h g late and early 4 
Shear my Father's Sheep, 
| keep 'em Yearly : 


re, there, | 
bac, there a Bae, every where a Bac, 
dl Care, &c, | 


lorning e er twas light, * | 
Morning early ; | 
net with my Delight, 

he Loy'd me ny : 

here, Wooeing there; ef 
vooe, there a wooe, every where a. wooe, 
free from Care, &c. 


Light came from above, 

Morning early ; . 
met with my true 

met him ear ly: | 
here, Wooeing there, | 
wooe, there he wooe, every where he wooe, 

free from Care, &c. 


orn at ſix of the Clock, 

Morning early; 

fed our Turkey - 

[ fed him yearly, cou, cou, goble, goble, goblo: 
dere, Couing there, f 

cou, there a cou, every where a cou, 

te from Care and Strife, 


ſam Country Life, 


In 


216 Pie tn Bay Md 


In the Morning near the Fens, 

In the Morning early; 3 
There I feed my Father's Hens, 
There I feed them Yearly; 
Cackle here, Cackle there, | 
Here a cack, there a cack, where a c 

Oh! How free from Care and Stri „ 
1 Pleaſant 0 .. 


3 


In the Morning with ſpeed, f 
In the Morning early; op 

I my Father's Ducks'do feed, ; 
— — — — | My 
cking nere, Quac there, ut 1 

Here a quack, there a quack, nary her 1 2 


Oh! How free from Care, & 


In the Morning fair and fine, 
In the Morning early; 
Tiere I feed my Father's Swine, 
There I feed them Year] 
Grunting here, Grunting - + 
Here a grunt, there a grunt, every where a e! 
Oh! How free from Care and Strife, wpy 


I; Pleaſant Country Life. 


Il, 


aa +. 
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To CHLORIS:; *©. 
1 ODE ſet to the New Riggadoon. 


e thee well, 

not ſo well to wed thee, 

eſt Blood rebel, 

petite ſhould cloy : : 
hilſt free and kind, 

zur I long to bed thee : 

ut if confin'd, 

ſcarce believ't a Joy. 


[Second Movement | 


n Earth and Air 

N el -n poſleſs ; 

heir pleaſing Liberty; 

by ſhould Man, 

he Lord of all the Univerſe, 
wWpy be. 


[ Third Movement. ] 


uſick then, and Wine ſtill, 
d every one his Dear, 
endſhip moſt divine ſtill, 

hat treats with Cher enticy. 


[ Fewrth Movement. ] 
ie think all thoſe ver dull, 
0 Marriage Yokes incline ; 


er I do play the Fool,» A 
ar Chloris I am thine. 


= a4 
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'A SoxG made a New Country D. 
Richmond, calf, Mr. Lane's Magent. 


A 


K re 


Trike up drowſie Gut- ſcrapers; 
0 Gallants be ready, 
Each with his Lady; 
Foot it about, | 
*T ill the Night be run out, 
Let no ones humour pal] : | 

'Brisk Lads now cut your Capers ; 
Put your Legs to'r, 

And ſhew you can do't, 
Frisk, frisk it away 
»Till break of Day, 

.And hey for Richmond Ball! 
Fortune-Biters, 
r 
Nymphs of the Woods, 
And ſtale City Goods; 

9 


Pr: 1 s to. Rete Melanchoh, 


And Haradans, 


er all advance: 
Twittenham, Loobies, J. 
Thiſilemorth Boobies, ö 
Wits of the Town, \ 
And Beaus that none; 


Ye Jacobites as ary #s Pins, 

Ye Mounſieurs, Sooterkins, 

wich you all che Date | 
The DANCE, 


f Trm behind Jabny, | 
Do the ſame Nanny, 4-1 ö 
Eyes are upon ye; | 
rip it berween 
Little Dickey and Jean, 6 
ſer in the Second Row : | : 
caſt back you muſt too, | 
And up the firſt Row ; 
Nimbly thruſt thro! ; 
Then, then turn abour, . 
To the left, or you're out, 
meet with your Love below. 
— then crols, = 
Jack's pretty Lals, 
n turn her but, about and about; 
ik, if you can do fo too, 
My, whilſt the time is true, 
1 all your Ear commend : | 
Still there's more | | | 
— _ all . | | | 
wo N 3 

And 2 her your Hand, | 
aſt her quickly down below, | | 
And meet her in the ſecand Rowg 
Dance is at an end. YG 
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The Three Goddeſſes : Or, The G AT 
Wells, Made to « Tone of Ah. Nit 
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r mY 


ve, leave the drawing Room, . 
Where Flowers of Beauty us d to bloom, 
Nymph fated to o'ercome, ES 
w triumphs at the Wells; 

, Air, and charming Eyes, 
Face the gay, the grave, and wiſe, 
Beaus ſpite of Box and Dice, 
tnowledge all excels ; 

, ceaſe to ask her Name, 
crown'd Muſes nobleſt Theam, 

e Graces by immortal Fame, 

Id only ſounded be : 
if you long to know, 

round yonder dazling Row, 
vho does moſt like an Angel ſhow, 

may be fure is ſhe. 


the Sacred Springs, 
cure to fell Diſeaſes brings, 
Fame of Idea ſings, 
ee Goddeſſes appear, 
Glory too poſſeſt, 
third with charmin . bleſt, 
e Heav'n and conſeſt, 
conquer'd every where: 
ter this Charmer now, 
all Love-ſick Gazers bow, 
eren Old Age the Flame allow, 
influences all, 8 
h can no Trophy rear, 
bright Fame the Garland wear, 
uty every Paris here, 


re 
otes the Golden Ball. 


4 
* 
* 


L 2 


222 
Pitt's to Page Melanc 
boh. 


4 Health to the 
8 E ON the %, 
varia. Toa . Ap is 5 
* n 


jor 


wY' 


—_ 


P14 1.s to ge Melanchdd. 222 


| 41 


treacherous Bowenis chere has baniad his Renown ; . 


That ſtroling Prance, 

Who few Vers ſince, 
cramm'd with Mam Gold: 

Penſion loſt, 

And hopes too croſt, 

Of having more 

From Briztifh ſtore, 


lep his wonted poſt; 


= aid iy yarn, 

Uſurping Spain, 

ſelf to Peres has ſold : 
For tis plain, 


2 intended Projeſt of his Brain; 
L4 


The 


- 
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Fi 


The Mem'ry of Nsſaw, 
Was valu'd not a Straw, 
— Landas ; 
et him 
A * 25 Foe, 


And whilſt oy Pringes found reſolve his overt 
A jolly B tele 2 

Great 2. Lung ing, 

And th Romans 


2 
Loſt in Fame, 
Involv'd in Shame, 
Thou odious Scandal to the noble e - 
Who durſt debaſe, | 
| Imperial Grace, 
And thus \ provoke the Ban, 
Honour flight, 
And Royal Right, 
ExpeQed daily by the Circles on their ſides to 
For Spain's ill Cauſe, 
: And French Kickſhaws, 
this baſely cat in Pan; 
Bur go on, 
Forlorn undone, 
And e er his yearly Courſe around hah rowl'd tha 
: 30  Deterted and diſgrac'd, 
Still routed too and chac'd 
In Chains thou may'ſt grown * laſt : 
NETS. 2 may Fate, 
rove her Hate, 
Thy ralboodt to the Miſery of War tranſlate; 
And there ſo low appear, 
A Fuzee may'ſt thou bear, 
Like ſome poor Muſqueteer, 


Had M 


PF) 


_—  -, 
= Sf: 
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ate; 
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we Eugene's Health. A SoNG 
John Barret. 


ſet by A. 


— — 


, 


MH 


— 


— 


= 


226 P3119 to Purge Melanchoh. 


W O U the glorious Sons of Honour, 
. That each Hour your Fame advance; 
Pray take notice in what manner, 
Lews prizes it in France: 
In the R-ſwick Charte remember, 


He. great Miliam lawful names; 

. Bur grown doating Jaſt September, 

' - Leadly ſounds, loudly ſounds up another) 
Routs our Trade too, 

And wou'd no doubt invade too ;. 

Could he turn the Oglio 

Into Seine, which our Boys in 7taly; 

An refolve ſhall never be, ; 
Drink, drink, drink, drink we chen a flowing 
+. .» fo, Prince E. 
5 


— 


Pitts to Pinge: Miloncboly, 227 


the Peaſant in the. Fable, 
we read in times of old, 

a from the Satyrs Table, 

or his blowing hot and cold: 

n his own, and every Nation, 

wer ſhould be rated ſo: 

on every vile Occaſion, 

ith all ſorts of Winds can blow ; 

1 a Peace too, | 

| break it with as much Eaſe too, 

e an Jath now, and ſtrait deny't again 3 

that this and all that's paſt, 

come home to him at laſt, 


joſper may the conquering Arms of Prince Eugenes. 


b deſpotick Reſolution, 
from Subjects Gold can tear; 
be to our Conſtitution, 
e have no ſuch doings here: 
ment in bleſt Condition, 
ben mik Dog confin'd ; 
rannic ion, 
» yet agreed with the Zng!i kind 
ſx —_ * | 
zin d with Gallick Nero 3 : 
Crown then unjuſtly would maintain, 
u th Imperial Claim controul; 
ing ill each Heart and Soul, | 
t us ſee the Glaſs go round to Prince-Zygere.- - 


7 
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The Scotch V IRA GO 


4 Sono Sing to the One of Kenk 
The Words made to a pretty New Scotch : 


Sy © RN „ ing 
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Aliant Fockey's march'd away, | 
To fight the Foe with brave Mackey 3 
ing me, poor Soul, forlorn, 

Curſe the Hour when I was Born; 

I've ſworn Iſe follow too, 

deareſt Fockey's Fate purſue 

;him be to Guard his precious Life, 

u Scot had ſuch a Loyal Wife: 

— Sword Iſe wear, 

PF Iſe cut my Hair, 8 | 
my Cheeks, that once were thought ſo fair; 
In Souldier's Weed, 

To him I Il ſpeed, | 

xr ſike a Trooper croſs'd the Twee 


mpet ſound to Victory, 
till (my ſelf ) the next Dundee; 
, and Fate, and Rage, do all agree, 
do ſome glorious Deed by me: 
ut Bellona, take my part, 
e and Glory, charm my 1 
t for Love, and bonny Scotland's good, 
brave Action may eſerve my Blood ; 
Nought ſhall ap 
Of Female fear, 
ting by his Side, I Love ſo dear; 
All the North ſhall own, 
There ne'er was known 


a ſprightly Laſs, this thouſand Years. 


0 


fi 


ch 


— 
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On the Queen's Progreſs to 


PIII Rue Melanchoh. 


Ds Jack if you mean 


To be cur'd of the Spleca, 
pow any Neighbour that has it; 
Tho' ill Humours 
From a  Hypocondrs, 


may do it by reading the Gantt. 


The Q—n you know 

Made a "Wet. of in m—— 
| whence may come 
And furniſh fine "Tales, 
When a New P — of tal,, 
eds from the happy Buth-waters. 


But this is not it, 

1 * Py 13 fit, 

uke the du r grow merry : 
Nor to tell the —— 

Of Old Oxford's fine Town, 

bow they did chant it down derry. 


For ſhould I bring in 

The grave Vice, or the Dean, 
Schook boys Vesſes ſhould nibble ; 
Or the . that ſer vd, 

do pat E deſerv'd, 

hve — Head broke. with the Bible. 


Nor Mirth can we raiſe 

Upon Badminton place, 

nlly his Grace's good Table : 

Nor on Glowcefterſhire Knights, 
Who the News-monger. writes, 
preferr'd by the Honourable. 


Nor make we — 
On the bluff Count 
 callop'd, ao Fury cou'd +3 | 
Al ty'd to their ir $words, | 

Like fo many Lords, 


ted vp bi- lebens- uud Rub, 


Matter: 
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But it's here you will laugh, 
For a Mile and a half, 
I > to Bath's flouriſhing City; 
ere appear'd ſuch a Rour 
From the Sheds round about, 


Gave occaſion to furniſh my Ditty. 


Some 200 young Jades, 
Jolly bouncing Cook-maids, 
Came romping to taſte the Qs Bounty; 
All Virgins we hear, 
From the falſe Gazerceer, 
When by G— there's ſcarce five in the 


But ſuch as they were 
They in Order appear, 

Tho' no Cynthia there, nor Area; 
For with Arrows and Bows, 
Each look'd like a Blouze, 
Inſtead of a Pentheſiles. 


The Kitchins in Town. 
Were all left alone, 
And on the Stairs Cobwebbs were hanging ; 
When Sue, Rate, and Dod 
Were imping Whitehal, 
Before an old Crowd that ſtood twanging. 


Then plump bobbing Joan, 
Strait call'd for her own, 
And thought ſhe frisk'd better than any ; 
Till S with Pride, 0 
Took the Fidler aſide, ä 12 


- 


And bid him ſtrike up Northern Nanny. 


Who in Country Fairs 
Had e'er ſeen the Bears, M » 
Hop round when the Keeper does ſtrike 'em ? 
For Airs, and for Steps, 0 
For Faces and Shapes, 
Theſe Virgins would fancy juſt like em. 


JILL 
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Thus hot with Renown, © - 

They come dancing to Town, + 

vil of their highly deſerving ; 

Each freckI'd Face Jade, 

Upon Royalty fed, a 

| the Lodgers at home were a ſtarving. 


The Piggs were ſcarce turn'd, 

And the Turkeys half burn'd, 

ud to the Fame of the Nation; 

The Mutton half boy l'd, 

And the Pullets all ſpoil'd, 

de Turnſpits were all in Proceſſion. 


but here comes the Croſs, 
For the Jackets that coſt 
Pounds, for loyally ſhewing, 
ks ſome Authors ſay, 

The good Queen is to pay, 
uſt to the City be owing, 


Which Scandal profound 

pot of, 1 heir Stumps round, - 

It eac er Courtier engages 3 - 

for ſhould they be flow, 

And Sir Ben. ſhould fay no, Zo 
xor Jades muſt dot out of their Wages; 


Who glowing with Heat, 

v roſe, ſo neat, 

look'd as to Marriage ſhe'd choſe one 
And ſome that can tell, | 

ay they danc'd too as well, 

famous Subligny, or Domſen. 


- 
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e Prince 


Kenſington 6 
ng, when th 


one Summer Eveni 


On the Bel Aſſem 
there. 
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W the Summer ſolſtice does ſcorching come, 
Duſt gives Air no room, 
Roſes ſcarce can bloom, 

famous Gardens by Nature bleſt, 

has confeſt Kenſmgton the beſt: 

Belviders, with _—_ Airs, 

the Angels, who born from her, 


The ſweeteſt of all Fairs, 
Thither oft repairs ; | 


thro' the Walks, 3f you caſt your Eyes, .. 
vill think the bright Stars deſcended with all 


[ capting Joys, 
Did your Soul furpriſe, | 
Did your Soul ſurpriſe. 


the glorious phæbu declining ſhews 
See the ſplendid Rows, 
' GCawdy Nymphrand Beaus, 
deaurcous Labrynth where 
— with Voices ſweet, 
Amorous Songs repeat, 
to each Miſtreſs, Gallants purſue, 
de Nymphs there to anſwer them 

— — but = true, 

s their Lovers do. 

the World's Genius Intreague invades, 
Mankind, when Love makes *em fond, 
Court in theſe .pleaſant Shades, 
Widows, Wives, and Maids. 


N 
e 
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 TheC omical Dreamer. 
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Night a Dream came into my Head, 
Ly wert a fine white Loaf of Bread 
i{ May Butter I cou'd be, 

How I wou'd ſpread, | 4 
w 1 wou'd ſpread my ſelf on thee: * 
ring too my Thoughts ran hard, 

"wu were made & cool Tankard; 
ud I but a Lemon be, 

How I wou'd ſqueeſe, 

w I wou'd ſqueeſe my Juice in thee. 


when Fancy toe did roam, 

gert my dear, a Honey-comb 
been a pretty Bee, 

How I wou'd fuck, 

w 1 wou'd creep, creep into thee : 
n too I had of old, 

u a Mortar wert of Gold; 

ud I but the Peſtle be, « 
How I wou'd pound, | 
"1 wou'd pound my Spice in thee. 


jp my Dream did Humour take, 
ert a Bowl of Hefford's Rack; 
cou'd I then the Ladle be, 
tow wou'd I pour, 
wou'd I joup out Joys from thee. 
time by Charm divine, 
it thou wert an Orchard fine; 
aud I but thy Farmer be, 
How I wou'd plant, | 
w I wou'd plant my Fruit in thee. 


ter Whims came in my Pate, 

ert a Pot of Chocolate; 

ud I but the Rowler be, 

How wou'd I rub, 

w wou'd I twirl, and froth up thee : 
e all Dreams are vain my Dear, 


ſome ſolid Joy appear ; 


| ſtill thine is prov'd to be, let body now, 
let Body now with Soul agree, 


4 
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the Modern Larry 


A SONG whe 
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te your joys» ye inſpir'd of the Town, 
he Camizars are come, are come; 

ut and confute the black Gown, 
wand France have been dancing the Jigg: 
they fain, they fain, they fain, 

| new model the Tory and Whigg; 

ch and they Pray, the Spirit moves, 

they ſhake, and quake, and Ganbols they play, 
This Divine they call, | 

thers up the Mob, the Devil and all. 


ve laugh at, and Infamy there, 
boſs of Ears, and Laſh 
ntickly think is an Honour to bear ; 
| about the Nation thus Madly we go, 
ere we find the Fools 
noſt Fertile, our Tenets we ſow: 
A change we'd obtain, 
w effect we hum and ha, and Proſelytes gain: 


erly they come 
22 home. 


SS 
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As I gang'd o'er the Links of Leith 
One Morn, was freſh and roſie ; 
The Birds did ſing, the Flowers did breath 
So ſweet; I ſought a Poefic: 
I thought I heard one Sing my praiſe, 
And found twas ſweet and bonny ; 
And ſounded $s#y with ſuch grace, 
It muſt be Charming Sewney, 


His Daddy, was a Farmer grey, 
That loy'd the Barn and Mow, Sir; 
Brisk Sawney train'd another way, 
Can Pipe, as well as Plough, Sir: 
He'd touch a Flute, and play a Tune 
So ſoft, ſo ſweet and bonny; 
Each Philomel that heard fell down, 
And died to Eccho Sawney. 


I often went to Milk our Kine, 
Infpir'd with Love and Folly; 
And there he'd Chant a ſong Divine, 
And cloſe with nT Sally: 
The Teats I ſtroak' d, whence Milk did flow, 
His words too drop'd down Honey; 
And ev'ry Note did charm me ſo, 
TI ran half Mad for Sawney. | 
He preſs'd my Hand and hugg'd my Waſt, 
A Kiſs did then avail too; | | 
And often he my Labour eas'd, 
Wich carrying home my Pail too: 
He ask'd my Dad, for me to Wife, 
Who ſaid, to have more Money ; 
A ſs Loon ſnould eaſe that ſtrife, 
But I reſolv'd for Sawney. 


Then ſoon my Mother took my part, 
This Girl we muſt not baulk ſo; 
There's ſomething ſad, grows near her Heart, 
Her Face is Pale as Chalk goo : 
And now 'tis done, the Stecßle rings, 
We each call Joy and —7 | 
Whilſt I _ the Crowns of Kings, 


T' pleas'd fo well with Sewng. 


PII Is fo Purge Molanchoh. 241 


* 


To CRHTLORIS. 
48S ON G. 


flir, for fear you ſhould think to deceive me, 
Know all my Life I have ſtudied your kind g 
'd in your Grammar, I'd have you believe me, 
xd all your Tricks in my Practice you'll find: 
Ogling and Glances, 
Sighs and ad vances, 
Country Cully no more ſhall enſnare z 
Pantings and Trembli 
Firs and Diſſemblings, 7 
you mult leave, and Intrigue on the Square. 


ne the Girl that's good natur'd and Witty, 
boſe pleaſant Talk can her Friend entertain; 
who's not Proud, if you tell her ſhe's Pretty, 
jd yet enough to be Honeſt and Clean: 
; Pox on Town Cheatings, 
Jilts and Cognettings, 
Dear Chloris, will bring up by Hand; 
Tears and Complainings, 
Breed but Diſdainings, 
ſtill Love beſt that are under Command. 


7 
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4 SaryR Sung in Parts: Being the Þ 

Tickle-Toby's Model to the Common C 
Cel, and Livery-men of London, H 
recommending to their Choice : And zi 
true and Ingenious Character of Four V 
Candidates for the next enſuing Puri. 
Viz, Sir Tho. Ab- y, Sir Rob. CI— 
Wm. A—t, and G. He— Eq; 


CHORUS. 


Thoſe, theſe ave fit Members my Brethren, don't lic 
But if you'd be ſure of good Patriots, Chuſe em. 


of 
10 


Right Thrifty, and | wiſely Honeſt Brethren, 


F. LL Forty long Years as a Freeholder's 
I led in the City a Conjugal Life; 
As Honeſt as Wiſe, you may take't on my We 
And Smock till up lifted, in fear of the Lord: 
We our Conſciences ſettled too, at the firſt Greeti 
So he went to Ch I, and I co the Meeting ; erer 
Thus Cunningly 1aving our Bacon both ways, 
We till made the Beſt of late Troubleſom Daz 
And as a right Conjugal Temprer oft learns, 
Py loud Curtain Lectures, or Pillow Concerns, 
er Husband's beſt Secrets, ſo I for a Kiſs, 
Whene'er I thought fitting to Pump him, kn 
No matter paſe'd in Common-Councel, of weight, 
So private in th' Morn, but I knew ir at Nig 
At the Pricking of Sheriffs, I could tell who wou 
To the chargeable Office, or elſe pay the Fine 
Of chuſing Lord Mayors too, I found the Int 
— knew which would carry't, the Tory or # 
hat Tricks on the Huſtings Fenaticks would Maut 
And how the Church Party were ſtill kept at Ba 
Wich Bribery Cheats and perverting the Law, 
From the Firſt of King JAMES, to the 1b cl 
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having ſome Reaſon to think I am Wiſe, 

ge my good Brethren you'll take my Advice; 

{till fancy'd Buſineſs ere Years I knew Ten, 
have ever ſince been a Dealer with Men: 
Court Spies as well as the Fathers thar got 'em, 
vho mongſt the Crowd will prove good atthe bot- 
uming Four Patriots worth the peruſing, (tom; 
;Junfture whilſt now you are Candidates chuſing: 
le Worth the moſt Famous of Poets ſhould Sing, 
ik Verrue, Wit, Learning, and Zeal for the King; 
never outvy'd ſince Furr'd Gowns fat in Chairs, 
e End of large Halls, or London had Mayors : 

nee Eighty Three with a Plot at the End on't 

x firſt bold Church Pretor, to th' laſt Independant. 


The Character of Sir Rob. Cl-n. 


fiſt J preſent, is a Reverend Knight, 

tho" of ſmall reading 'tis well known can Write 
rint Univerſs, done ina fair Hand, 

ng chows'd many Fops both of Money and Land: 
ing himſelf till as well as the Nation, 

t of Procuring, and Continuation ; 

Conſcience ſtrait-laced the Grave Juſtice of Peace, 
ft let out Money the Needy to eaſe : 


reer was known, ſearch the City quite round, 
„ WWitereft to take above Ten in the Pound; 

DOE the poor Unchrift in Payment was dodging, 
— d to provide him the Counter for Lodging : 
My 


nich, and by what for Forbearance was given, 
ew migh Rich in the Service of Heaven; 

s to his Church ſome will tell you this Tale, 
icht Linſey Wolſey, half Mild and half Stale: 
ut he ſhall go with Sir Charles to St. Paul, 
Day with Sir Humphry to Pin-makers Hall ; . 
ein the Days of King CHAR LES'twas all clear, 
this worthy Magiſtrate ſate in the Chair: 

Baits for the Treaſury Banquets were made, 
Jeautiful Dame was in Scarlet ar 

High Tory Intereſt ſhone plainly at Home, 
erer Emblem was nearer than Rome : 


M 2 Bur 
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But now the negle& of known Merit which ſw; 
The Hearts of the Zealous, theſe San#ified Days, 
He turns Cat in Pan, and new Glory to raiſe; 


Tho' both in his Senſe, and his Loyalty limber, 


Reſolves to do Miſchief, and ſtand for a Member 


Chorus of Stationers, Tally-men, Pawn-brokers, 
liffs, and their Wives and Families. 


- Theſe, theſe are the Members my Brethren, don't |, 
But if you'd be ſure of good Patriots, Chuſe em. 


Character of Sir Wm. Aſh=t. 


The next, is one, late took the Prætors grand 0 
O'th' top of Profeſſions too, dealing in Cloth; 
Looks great as a Baron in Weſtminſter Dome, 
As pry too firs on the Wool-packs at Home 
Auitere in his Method, Phantaſtick in Gate, 
Conceited of Parts, like that Maggot 1d. P— 
And witha Thumb'd Horace ſtill ſne wn from his! 
Makes all the Wiſe laugh at the Claſſical Blockhe 
Who tho' he has umbrage of Shop and a Trade 
Detraction, and Impudence ſtill gets his Bread; 
This Patron of Clothiers late plac'd in the Cha 
Reſolv'd to give proof of a Wonderful Mayor 
Beginning with ſtrange Orders to grace hishigh$ 
And plant in the City ſevere Reformation ; 
And tho' Law and Juſtice were of ſlender gro 
Within his Quag Brain being ignorant of 

He ſoon got a Clark, by whoſe Faculties ſtrong 
All matters were done, which confirms the ol: 
That Honour's but Air, and proud Fleſh but Duſt i, 
Jig the Commons make Laws, as th Clark makes the 
Bluff Conſtables were his beſt Favourites ſtill, 
Who daily and hourly brought Griſt to the M 
My Lord I affirm, this Man Thirteen Oaths f 
That's Thirteen good Shillings you know to tl 
That TORY was Drunk, and (oh Monſtrous!) p 
Here's one, tho' 'tis Sunday prophaning a Boa 
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zhich the grave Magiſtrate twirling his Chain, 
quent too ſtanding by fretring with Pain; 
out to his Clark, with a Voice full of Awe, 

turn to the Statute, and ſhew him the Law: 

in the Stocks, or pay Fine of a Crown, } 
ſo for the T welve-pence more muſt lay down, 

; Sentence is paſt, and away Struts the Gown. Y 
lt che Money that this way was ſtripp'd from the 
(Donor 

part to th' Infoʒmer, the reſt to kis Honour; 
thus was the Year of his Dignity paſt, 

ich may be well his Integrity gueſt: 

t of's Religion, and Wiſdom you'll ſpeak, 

ne is Wool-gathering, the other to ſeek; 
kncy's he ſhould be a Chief amongſt thoſe, 

&ve their Dear Country with 4.35, & with No's.. 


ef Clothiers, Packers, Taylors, Botchers, their 
Wives, Siſters, and Daughters. 


ſe, theſe are fit Members my Brethren dme loſe em, 
if 30u'd be ſure of good Patriots, Chuſe em. 


character of Sir Tho. Aby, a Linnen Draper. 


t altho' he give out in the Bill, 
Loyal a Church-man, and able at VVill; 
moſt think, who his Inſide have ſcann'd, 
Independent, as ever wore Band: 
bo' ſome Se# Brewers to new make the Man, 
Id fain boil him down to a P:esbprer John ; 
holds his own till, nor leſſens at all, 
ways of Fore-Fathers, in Days of old Noll : 
ely was Mayor too, Sir Charles to bereave, 
ever at Church till then, ſince he was Sheriff; 
er intends it whilſt Meetings look Trim, : 
Siſters wear Lockram, and buy it of him: 
Ito be Qualified juſt in this Minute, 
all new Shirts to the Dons of the Senate; 
8 Underſtanding by Ell and by Yard, 
re than by Politicks finds a Regard ; 


M 3 And 
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And n Patriot too, 

Tho? Voting for Candles is all he could do; 
So vile is the Obſtinate Will of the Creature, 
In — of Providence, Reaſon, and Nati 
Who all did concur he ſhould get an Eſtate, 
Vend Smiocks to the Fair, and propitiouſly Cheat 
But never deſign'd him to be a Law-mender, 
No more than a True Church of England Defender 


Chorus of Pedlars, Choireſters, Cooks, Butlers, 
keepers, and their Wives and Families, 


Theſe, theſe ave fit Members my Brethren, don't liſe 
But if you'd be ſure of good Patriots, Chuſe em. 


The Character of G. Heath Eſq; one of the New E. 
Company, and Bank. 


The laſt J preſent, is a Teazer o'th' Nation. 
Wove faſt in the New Indis Aſſociation ; 
Twin Brother with $h—=p—d, of late ſo ill fated 
And narrowly *ſcap'd too, like him to be baited 
For he was as deep in the Bribing Abuſe, 

For getting falſe Patriots into the Houſe: _ 
And cram'd full of Wealth, haps rogildo'rehisCr 
With Metal that all human Miſchief ſublimes: 
*Tis ſaid having ſtore of that cauſe of all Ills, 
Not gain'd by Uprightneſs, but Exehequer Bills; 
When poor Paper Credit, was forc'd on poor 
Wha Trading for Twenty, were glad to take 
Then, then was his Harveſt to Reap, as to S0V 
And rais'd him to ſtand for a Candidate now; 
For Money can make what you wiſh, or can th 
And him a Law-maker, who once bore 
Oh happy the Sages that liv'd in old Times, 
E'er Faction and Knavery ſpread into Crimes; 
No Members were then, but of Candor and W 
In Learning Exemplary, honour'd in Birth : 
Now the Boys can the — — 1 of the PeoP He 
That only talk Bawdy, and know how to Tie? 
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ho' they both Beardleſs, and Rrainl 1 
Dignified oft to be Koights of the —_— 8 
tals then ſo Inſignificant may, 

peateſt Affairs of the Land make Eſſay ; 


ar in the Sengte, nay, affer a Speech | 

pwn Wealthy Ex ſure cat's Ach : 
me whoſe ſmall Faults were but Trifles to tcaze ye, 
jing in Paper, what ſhould have been Specic ; 
e with two Thirds, and Diſcounting the reſt, 

it in the Houſe yer as well as the reſt. 


of India. Traders, Exchequer-Men, Bank-Offi-" 
- CES, Tally-Men, c. þ Fre 


0 theſe are fit Members my Brethren, den't loſe 'em, 
uud be ſure of good Patriots, Chuſe em. 


oN G Occaſon d 


a broken String of 


E Inſtrument with which to Sing 
Rmans, oft my Ears did bleſs; 
ted now with broken String, 


/d the loag'defog Happineſs . 


| reſolv'd to loſe no part 

Joy, and taught by Love the way; 
ed one that Strung my Heart, 
vided ſhe would Sing and Play. 


Muſick (weeter than the Spheres, _ 
u from her Hands and Lips did fall; 
al fo Raviſh'd through my Ears, 
Heart ne'er felt its loſs at all. 


M 4 T 
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To PHILLIS her Complaint 
1 A 1d. * for 


pipe EEE 
1 # W 


HEH 
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li: when-your ogling Eye, 
%ktrays your wanton Vanity, 
not if a Stander by, 
Does all your Thoughts explain: 
you Prim or ſcrew your Face, 
utter in fantaſtick Dreſs, 
e not Wit if Rhimes expreſs, 
The Vice of things ſo vain: 
wou'd be fam's for Sence, 
ſerupe Severity of Pen, 
by your Pride, and ſtill provide 
for Graces of the Mind : 
kt Vertue like the Sun, 
its Rays when all is done, 
ery rare the Wiſe and Fair, 
To meet in Woman- kind. 


a 
_ 


9 


belonging to the loft 
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f of er Ä ok 4 Fo Wy 


Another SONG 
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ET we Love ye moſt, | 

When with Satyrs we move ye molt ;. 
All the parrs of 'our Hearts, 0 
Are moſt fond when we 
7 8 ar _ ; * 
Tis a Vanity that belongs to Humanity, 
To think Railing prevailing, PET 
And proper to bring you to Lenity. 


Hold' your own a while; 

And defend but the Town a while, 
Now Smile, and then cunningly, 
Cunningly, cunningly Frown a while; 
The maſculine Creature, 

Will be a flave to your Feature ſtill, 
And you all wear a Charm to impoſe, 
Upon humane Nature ſtill. 
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4 DIALOGUE 
Between PHILANDER, and SYLV] 


. ... A oo Oh a oo RR Rn — — 


2 — 


L. 
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Na Deſart in Greenland, 

Where the Sun ne'er caſt an Eye; 
ln Contempt of all the World, 

1 wou'd live with thee my Joy. 
On the Sands of ſcorcht India, 
Where the Sun-burnt Natives fry, 
Bleſt with thee, my dear Philanger, 
[do _ * — r 
No Nymph with her fly charming Art, 1. 
F'er ſhall have pow'r to ſteal — Heart; } 
Thou art all in all in every parr, 
Each Vein of me ſhall ever be, 
Panting with Love of thee. 
No Swain with his Wealth, Wit or Art, 
E'er ſhall have power to ſtorm my Heart. 
Thou art all in all in every part, 
Each Vein of me will ever be, 
Panting With Love of thee. 


Let the Monarch's Ambition; 

Seek new Empire to obtain, 

Let the Miſer ſell his Soul, 

To encreaſe his laviſh Gain, 
Let the politick Gown-man, 

Tread the Mazes of the State, 

Let the Reverend Divine, 

Teach Mankind decrees of Fate, 
Give me-the dear Nymph I adore, 
Happy or Unlucky, Rich or Poor, 
Of bounteous Heaven I'd ask no more, 
Nor ever care who's Rich or Fair, 
There's all the World in her. 
«. Let no Cloud of Ill Fortune riſe, 
To ſhade me from Philander's Eyes, 
Farewel ye World deluding's Joys, 
No Charm would ſeem worth my eſteem, 
I have all I wiſh in_him, 
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The Diſappointed BEAU. 


Made fe for the Right Honourable and 
"ble the Lay Em 1 


illia Taffe. 
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ELL 4, with Heart controling Grace, 
Young Hylas at fuſt ſight ſurpriz'd ; 
Beau that knew his Luckleſs Face, 

ns to his Glaſs to be advis' d: 

ne, ſaid he, what I ſhall wear, 

Curl, or how adorn my Hair, 

This Charmer to Command : 
taking Dreſs ſhall J put on, 

king this Taſſel gently down, 

And Lure to my Hand. 


God of Love that heard, — 2 
nd Fool, aſpite not to poſſeſs; 
Ange! Mind averſe to Pride, 
klert Eſteems, and not the Dreſs : 
thee ſhe will no more Incline, 
mighty Jove the Joys Divine, 
That Crown'd bis Paradiſe ; 
tim that hopes to be a Saint, 
towdering, Patching, and by Paint, 
Inſtead of Sacrifice. 
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On a Beautiful Toung LADY, Walking 
HAM-WALKS. 


A7AS. it ſome Cherubin, wy 
Sent down my Soul to win; Qu 
Or was it Beauties Queen, 
Bleſſing the Grove: 
Was it a Star from high, I wh 
Dropp'd from the Gallery: "I 
Or ſome Divinity, 
Ranging above. Ally 


No, no, no, ah ! no, no, no, 
"Twas Soul delighting Celemene; 
She whofe Grace, 
And Charming Face, 
Inſpires all with Loye. 
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ſhe KING's Health: 
ACATCH Surg in Parts, 


OW Second Hannibal is come, 
O'er frozen Lakes and Mounts of Snow, 
und our Faith on conquer'd Rome, 

| give Proud France a fatal Blow. 


ll may our Phebus diſap 

kr his Glory in the 3 
Planets of a lower Sphere, 
tive us greater light than he. 


us and Monks, and all thoſe bald-pate Fools, 
hk V'Vaſers, Oyntments, Beads and Shams, 

hs, and Antichriſtian Bulls, 

field to Belgick battering Rams. 


llibility is gone, 

4 es of aff ſpenſing Powers, 

ad their Country quite undone, 
be known ſuch Sons of VVhores? 


nk all around, then by conſent, 
u to the Monarch of the Land, 

Queen, and healing parliament; 
x me Six Bumpers in 2 x 


| when the 9 you ſee, 
ling upon 1 3 
up Six more, Sing with 


igue on ſenſclefs Popery. 


— — —— — - 


{ 
1 
1 
[4 
: Z 
4 
k 
. 
b 
. | 


} 


LYRI- 


Wo — —— 
— — — — — 


— 


— 
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Lyx1car VersEs: Set to a pleaſant 
made for the Entertainment, and moſt by 
Dedicated to the Honourable and W; 
Members of the OcTroBer Crus, 


T HE Thundring FOYE, ; 
4 In his Radiance above, B. 
Looking down from the lofty Skies; 

To hear how the Peace, 


Britains comforts increaſe, )U 

By the Echoes of Sounding Joys: An. 

: All Parties he view'd, 1. 
. Both the Bad and the Good, 5 
Like himfelf then, his Voice did raiſe; cou 

I think fit you ſhould know, I 


Of all Clubs here below, 
The O#oer deſerves moſt praiſe. 


ſtood by, 

ho the hint took with Joy, 

And the Muſes did ftrair Command; 
The Members there met, 
Loyal, Honeſt and Great, 

Should be foremoſt all o'er the Land : 
An Order was made, 

And as ſoon was obey'd, 

Whilſt in tuneful Poetick Lays, 
They yy ay wy W, 
Of all Clubs here below, 

The O#eber deſerves moſt Praiſe. 


Let Fame tell the Queen, 
1 Great __ 1 | 
ele true Brittiſh Son; fers 
Whoſe Hearts firm have — þ 
For their Country's good, ; 
All that's Loyal and Brave is there : 
Succeſſion they Joyn, 
To the H4NNOYER Line, 
Yet the Queen wiſh long Happy Days: 
. us perpetually ſne w, 
Of all Clubs here below, 
The Ober deſeryes moſt Praiſe. 
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e Beauty of New BAGINGTON, 
Dear Miſs BROMELY : 


Billet doux in Return of her Verſes. 


U Write of Rural Springs 
and Groves, and name ſuch pretty things, 
That Kings would wiſh t Enjoy em; 
, you ſpread ſuch Beauty there, 
could I Pens from Muſes ſhare, 
I'm ſure I ſhould Employ 'em. 


tem methinks to ſpeak my Praiſe, 

Write in Verſe, but my Young Days, 
Ne'er learnt a Stile ſo Civil, 

would I think you had the power, 

b my head comes Mrs. — 

And ſhe's in Rhime the Devil. 


then I anſwer you, dear Heart, 
iſt be Verſe in every Part, 
And hear I let you try me; 
he's a Devil, I ſhall not care, 
ines ſhall Sing y'are Kind, Sweet and Pair, 


For D'Urfey now by me. 


— ä——— —ů— ¶ .d. —— — w 


r Cs 


_ 2 — — — my} = 9 
* 


| A Virgin's Life who would be leaving, : , 


A Thouſand pretty harmleſs things we ſay, 


Our Souls are free from dire revenges, 
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-. 


The Second So N in the Se 


M asQuE ba 
Set to an Aire, the Character, A Mz 
HONOUR. en 


Free from Care and fond Deſire, he” 
Ne'er deceiv'd, or cer deceiving, 
Loving none, yet all Inſpire: 
We ſit at Home, and Knot the Live-long Day, 


But not one Word of Wedlock's frightſul Noo 
For fear we chance to think what we muſt loſe 


Boſoms Miſchief never owns, 


Our Wit's Employ'd in making Fringes, te b 

And Embroitering our — , ib 
If % N comes to play the Thief, N 
Our Natural dear cunning gives relief, T 


We Sing, we Dance, the tedious Hours away, 
And when we've nothing elſe to do, we pray. 


— 
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Jo in the Fifth Mas aus, 


harater, A Jolly Toping Country 
Gentleman. | 


Mi 
en I Viſit Proud Celis juſt come from my Glaſs, 
She tells me I'm Fluſter'd, and look like an Aſs, 
mean of my Paſſion to put her in Mind, 
ds me leave Drinking or ſhe'll ne'er be Kind. 
ſhe's charmingly Handſom, I very well know, 
0 is my Bottle, each Bumper ſo too, 
o leave my Soul's Joy, oh! tis Nonſence to ask, 
r go to the Devil, to the Devil, bring the tother 
| half Flask. 


he tax'd me with Gaming and bad me forbear, 
thouſand to one J had lent her an Ear, 

he found out my Chloris up three pair of Stairs, 
baulk't her, and gone to St. James's to Prayers, 
he bid me read Homilies three times a Day, 

chaps had been humour'd with little to ſay, 

t Night to deny me my Flask of dear Red, 

r g9 to the Devil, to the Devil, there's no more 
y. (ro be ſaid, 


NPDES 
88 
N 

AOL 
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The fond SHEPHER DBESS, 
and-Cry after her Heart. yl 
4 


2 SON G. Set to 4 Pleaſant 4 


O yes! Oh yes! Oh yes! I cry, 
Pray tell you gentle Swains hard by, 
If you a Roving Heart have met, 

Did lately from my Boſom get. 


Some Marks to know it I'll Expreſs, 
It comes of 3 Honeſt Race, 

By Nature kind, and prone to Love, 
And Conſtant as the Turtle-Dove. 


Upon the outſide of the ſame, 

You'll find the Charming Demon's Name, 
By Love Ingrav'd and plain to ſhow, 
From which freſh drops of Gore do flow, 


T is tender as ſoft down can be, 

Or Beauty in its Infancy, 
No Wealth can make it e er untrue, 
'Such Hearts as mine you'll find but few, 


That 'twas Confin'd I late was told, 
Amongſt the Lambs in Cupid's Fold; 
If ſo, pray ſeek that Deity, 

And carry this Reſolve from me. 


If he'll reſtore my Heart again, 
III keep it from deceits of Men, 
From wily Wits and Am'rous Tongues, 
And all that to their Sex belongs. 


But if this Heart he'll me refuſe, 
For 'tis a Jewel few would loſe; 
_ ler him tell dear Damon this, 
Ard in Exchange command me his. 
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ITALAMY on the Marriage of ile 
bt Honourable the Lady ESSEX 
IOBERTS. 


/N Lovers, run before her, 
Ince] once more and adore her, 
The Hour is poſting on, 

When all our Joy 
Below the Sky, 
Will be for ever gone. 
Siehs inflame the Air, 
;thouſand Eyes are Raining, 
N nor no Complainibg 
pow retreive the Fair; 
zone, alafs, ſhe's gone, 
welcome ſad Deſpair. 


Hymen there attending, 
God of Love deſcendi 
In Syluia's Fetters lies, 
Not all his Arr, 
Could guard his Heart 
From her viQorious Eyes: 
Fair, but cruel Breaſt, 
leach Shepherd's Paſſion, 
ment like Damnation, 


ke Philander hleR,; © © 
22 


t he, the ha 
A * 


ven is ſoff 
| then beſhdd Pb/lander, 
bleſt, thou * Commander, 
Of all the World holds rare, 
Innobled Blood, 
The Wiſe, the Good, 


The Vertuous and the Fair. 


— — _ — a <I>." BT. 8 
2 4 Eo a my + 


* x l Fr * _ 1 >. 


* 
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The Choice of Heavens ſtore 
Is thrown to thy Embraces ; ( ( 
Such Beauty, Wit, and Graces, 
Ne'er deck'd our Plains before, 
Nor could Fate ſtudy how 

To bleſs a Mortal more. 


The HEALTH. 


¶ Second Movement. ] 


— 


DIE U to —— . 
That filly ſtrange nothing, that Maids are ur / 
Room, Room, for the Bridegroom, he, * 
All Beauties dear Trophies has now the comm 
Baniſh all thoughts of reſty Diana, 
Crown the full Bowl, a Health to Lucina. 
VVho e'er the Year be run, 

Gives the fair Bride a Son, 

Able, able, to pledge his own. 
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| Comical DIALOGUE 


en blunt Engliſh Jounny, and bis Wife 
och G1BBy, about Modern Affairs: Intro- 


d by way of Prologue; in Proſe. 
kater Gibby, and Fohnny after her. 


my. LI Oyday, why wither away ſo vaſt I wonder? 

by. H 2 feth Johnny een back to Edin- 

ö, Iſe 3 amongſt your Squablers, Gin Ia, I 
7 _— 'e Fiſk. Wif : So Iſe gang quietly beam to 

t of Barly, 

ny. 7ou ſhant go Gibby. 

ly. Introth Johnny but 1 wil, 

my. Tow ſhant ye Fool, TI Sing ye out of your Ha- 


ly. Weel, weel, I can Sing too, but for aw that, Iſe ten 
1 pleaſe. - 


The DiaLoGvus. 


| WHAT ails the fooliſh Woman, 
I think thou'lt be rul'd by no Man; 
Is any thing more common, 
The Jarring in Kirk and State: 
That, Jobm has undone ye, 
eez ne'er get a ſock of Money, 
And ere worſe Plagues light on ye, 
To Scotland Iſe gang my gate. ; 
Folk by the Ears are a falling, falling, 
Folly and Miſchief are bawling, bawling; 
Hey marry where's the Peace, 
How mun I do to lig here at Eaſc ? 
Look to your Butter ye Jade, and Cheeſe. 


L. II, N 
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If thou doſt prate of Ruin, f 
Each Party has long been brewing, Wit 
What this mad World is doing, | 
Befure thou wilt feel the Laſh ; 
'Gibby. I've got a Stinging matter, 
| That over the Town I'll ſcatter, 
Gud feth a bonny Satyr, 
-Oh how it ſhall Cur and Slaſh. 
Johnny. Huſly, ſome Spy may be near us, nei 
Lyons have Ears, and may hear us, he 
Not for your Life ſo bold, 
Leaſt the blind Juſtice hard by, be tui 
-Gibby. Deel o' my Saul, I can hardly hold. 


Jonny. Our Foes have long been Humbling, 
And one another Mumbling, 
But now we muſt have our Gramblialf 
And a very bold Aſſault ; 
'Gibby. Well Johnny, if th' Occaſion 
Of Peace, can ſerve the Nation, 
Let Union be in Faſhion, 
Tho' gud I dant like the Mault. 
Johnny. Silence ye Baggage, no Prattle, prattk 
Kiſs me, weez have a brisk Bottle, bot 
Gibby andI wont part, Loye's too well 
| ( ſo ſoon 
Gibby. Johnny weel knows how to win my 1 


* 


VS SS 
AS 
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 Witick DrATL OU between a Noble Lurft 
mging to the Club, and bis fine Lady > 
cerning the late publick Rumour of the 
-u Sickneſs, and Death at Wixpso R. 
: Words male to a Pretty Ayre, 


— 


Dear, I've ſent the Letter, 
never yet Wrote a better, 
ar how People ſcatter 

dad the good Windſor News 3 
ortune I'll advance fo, 

aulk the Tricks of France too, 
e the Lady Dance too, 

ea ſhe ſhall my Lines Peruſe. 


Lady. 
u have done, I have Penn'd another, 


diſpatcht to her Grace, my Mother, 
[am ſure wont Cr 


Wake a Dram that FAT Grief defy ; 
Lord. 
Ir whole Cab too, are Drunk for Joy- 


PRIN) 
RRRR 

RR 

POPE 
md 
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The Honeſt HIGHLANDER new Health tie 
Qu EN Occaſſon d by a Debauch ma 
| ſome Members of a certain Club, upon he 
of the late Lying News of Her Majefties | 
neſs and Death. the Words Made and $ 

a pretty Sc oTCH re. 


Jockey. Li Riend Sawney come fit near me, 
9 F And lend me thy Luggs to hear me, 

Thou haſt no cauſe to fear me, 

Like ſome of the Loons I know; 
Iſe tell thee ſike a Story 
Gud feth I'm wondrous ſorry, 
To find that Britains Glory, Jo x 

Should knaviſhly dwindle ſo: 
News was of late t he gud Q—n was Dying, 
Spread by the — and their Partys lying; 
When we ſhould Wail and Cry, 
Thea our Crew were all Drunk for Joy. 


They ſcrawl'd a Thouſand Letters, 
— doleful Matters, 
Our Miniſtry in Fetters, 

Were all to receive their Dues; 
They hop'd to have a Chance too, 


To baffle the Peace with France too, — 
And make the Lady Dance too, ark 
When ſhe ſhould their Lines peruſe : Um 
But on a ſudden the Talk was over, — 
Providence did Royal 4 NV N recover; ad 
Winter brings on the Green, "ith 
Agues then Phyſick are for a Q-—17n. bo 


Then ſpite of their Endeavour, f 

That Loyal Zeal would ſever, 

Live, live oh Queen, for ever! 
In Glory without Eclipſe; 
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Vipers here all routed 

lng will be, ne'er doubt it, 

ſagueland have out-yoted, 

e Baiters of Honeſt Phipps : 

& mean while tho' baſe Humour ranges, 
not Ambitious of Foreign changes; 
then a Health Sublime, 

ih Great ANN, to the end of Time. 

p Great ANN, to the end of Time. 


w v5 O04 S090 vRSSvE, 


The F O X-Hunter: 
oxG in my New Comedy of the Barn: 


AY, ye brave Fox hunting Race, 
Away, away to a bourn Chace; 
den Park alone to Dey, 
will be the Royal Play: 
nder's the Covert, to Horſe let's be going, 
throw off the finders then, honeſt . Owen. 
je brave, &c. LBugles Sound. 


nel quick, yon blaky Ground, 
have a touch for Fifty Pound; 
hark to Sounawe l, that's a noble ho 
um my Jolly Lads, heux, heux the Drag: 
x has broke Covert, let none lag behind, 
had an Entappeſſe, ſhe runs up the Wind; 
with the Chace Hounds hoa, 
now the Sportſmen ſhew ; 
Lillywhore and Ceſar tun; 
Toſſpot and Ruler, 
Capper and Cooler, 
pey and Gallant, Low em on. 
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Mo 


Spurr, Switch, and then away, o'er Hedges, and Dit 

ithout fear of Necks, or Gauling your Breeches 
Blow a Retreat blow, blow, Tantivee, tivee, tivee,t 
If ſhe runs down the Wind ſhe may chance to N 


A Recheat, a Recheat, Tivee, tivee, tivee, tivet, 
Pox on't we're baulk'd, for by my Soul, 

The vixen's juſt now Earth'd, ſee here's the Hole 
Put in the Tarriers, Faith 'tis ſo, 

She's crept at leaſt five Yards below 

They're working, hark, and lay at her ſo well, 
They'll make her bolt, tho twere as deep as Hell 
*Tis done, 'tis done, ſhe's ſnapp'd, ſhe's kill'd, 
Hollow brave Boys then from the Field, 

And jolly Huntſman blow poor Reynards Knell f A 


* * 


La 


owl — —ͤ— — — —_ A— 


* Horn: Sound again. f Bag ſound the Death of the 
MAMMA :s ee 


The Miſtreſs: 4 New S oN. 


FO a Nymph in flowry Groves, 

A Nereid in the Streams; 

Saint-like ſne in the Temple moves, 
A Woman in my Dreams. 


Love ſteals Artillery from her Eyes, 

The Graces point her Charms; 

Orpheus is Rivall'd in her Voice, 
And Venus in her Arms. 


Never ſo happily in one, 

Did Heaven and Earth combine; 

And yet 'tis Fleſh and Blood alone, 
That makes her ſo Divine. 


E 
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boks indeed like other Dames, 
With Atlæ cover'd o'er ; 

hen undreſs'd ſhe meets my Flames, 
Mortal ſhe's no more. 


bike nr he -N her we he ie, 


Lady that would allow all Favours, but Oe. 
el 4 SONNET. 


IS not a Kiſs, or gentle Squeez, 
A Compliment or ſmiling Eye; 
can my Anxious Boſom eaſe, _. 
quell the Flame that ſoars ſo high: 
welcome Favour giving hope, 
r Calia ſwell'd my Joys at fuft ; 
tinted is but like a drop 3 
t's given to one, that dies with Thirſt. 


( Tantalus in Days of Old, 

| greateſt Torment for his Sin ; 

ad not to Taſte, yet ſtill behold 

e Fruit was bobbing at his Chin: 
Luſcious Plums, and Grapes I view, 
ülſt all by me are highly priz'd ; 

jou a Gueſt, Invited too, 

link fit then ſhould be Tantaliz d. 


lets his Friend but only ſip 

* Wine, is 2 — of his ſtore; 

I eaſt your Roſie Lip, 

s nothing, if you grant no more: 
Fragments ſome the Sromach pleaſes 
id ſmall repaſt, the Humour fits; 
Love's a Lord of Noble Race, 

d cannot Dine on Scraps and Bits. 


N 4 


Damon 
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DAMO N's Retiremen 


Dy fond of his Peaceful retirement far 17 


With ſweet Cloris upon the freſh Bank of Avon Fe. i 
Folding Arms there about her ſoft Neck, 4 7 9 


He ery d, how vain are the Worlds gaudy Tries 
(Chlorw 1s 
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; Auguſta each Hour thou ſurviveſt new Troubles 

( till brings, 

and tumbled, and banded about, cwixt Senates and 
(Kiogs; 

ze revolving thou ne'er art fecure of what is thine, 

ah, how happy am I? that am jure that dear Chlors 
(is mine. 


. 


the Court and the Rays that ſhine, they are dimm d 
(with a Cloud? 
the Country in ſpite of the Peace, 1 2 
(are lou 
the City, they'll ſwear their unhappy Trades 
(decline, 
a bleſt am I that can ſay, Health, a Bottle, and 
(Chloris are mine. 


&5,o5805 05 05 LALELALSLIYLALSS, 


Gus Avus, or the King of SW] DUN 
exlth : Dedicated to all the Swediſh- Mer. 
mts in London. To a 2 of Mr. Jere- 
j Clark's, 


the 12. 8 lines to the 1ft: Strain, and the reſ to the laſt. 


Fl 
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| 
* 
5 


RINE, my Boys, Drink and rejoyce, 
e never was this Hundred Years, 
For Europe better Cauſe; 
The Czar is maul'd, | 
His Foxes hol'd, 
In Shoals the Bears do fly :1 
Tho' tis clear, 
His ſneaking here, 
Was flily to be taught of us the Policy. of War: 
Her who'd have thought the Frantick Sor, 
fall on our Ally: 
But he's gone, 
He's quite undone, | 
His Money. and — the Swede has we 
French Meaſures now will fail, 
And Spaniſh wont prevail, 
88 has turn'd the Scale; 
Follow then thou Flow'r of Men, 
The Spirit of thy Anceſtor revive agai 
And whilſt they howl and rave, 
& Bumper we. will have, 


W e 
—8 


4 
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' 4M ALLE GOR. 
it to MU SICK hh Mr. Henry Purcell- 


— 


— . 


. 


* 
4 
* 
_ — 
* 4 


A Gag and a Fly, 
In Summer hot and dry, 
In eager — were met, 
3 About, ut P riority: 


Says the Fly to the Graſhopper, 
From mighty Race I ſpring, 

Bright Phebus was my Dad, tis known, 
And I Eat and Drink with a King. 


Says the Graſhopper to the Fly, | 
Such Rogues are ſtill, ſtill preferr'd ; 
Your Father might be of high Degree, 
But your Mother was but a Turd, a Turd, a T 


CHORUS. 


pi) 
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T1 
* 
| 
| 


CHORUS, 


Rebel Femmy Scot, 

Rebel Jemmy Scot, 

at did to Empire ſoar; 

Father might be the Lord knows wliat, 

Father might be the Lord knows what, 

ut his —— we knew a whore, a whore, a whore, 
(a whore, a, whore, a whore, a whore, a whore; 

Father might be the Lord knows what, 

ut his Mother we knew a whore, a whore, a whore, 

( a Whore, 


A 
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An ODE. 
Oz the QuztN*s Birth-dy, 


N TS gone, the Black and Gloomy Year, 
When Britain her ſad Sables wore, 
And Bright Urania with a Tear, 

Saluted every dawning Hour, 

Whilſt Sorrow Triumph'd o'er her Reſt, . 
And Joy was Stranger to her Breaſt, 


Then welcome to the Riſing Sun, 
New uſher'd by the Bluſhing Morn,.. 
That now her Birth-day has begun, 
To give us Comfort in our turn ; 
This, after Woe, Heaven Joy aſſigns, , 
This, after-Tempeſt Phebr Shines, 


Urania then for ever Live, 

The Joy of Hearts, and England's Bliſs, . 
Whoſe Virtues only can retrieve, 

Our long-griey'd Nation's Happineſs, 
And Render to each Mourning Muſe, 


The Treaſures they ſo late did loſe. 


Ye happy Nine now chant your Lays, 
Joyn Inſtruments with Voices Right; 
This Day in Tuneful numbers Praiſe, 
That brought Urania to the Light, 

The Soul of Arts and Sciences, 

And Charming Muſick's Patroneſs.. 


Good, tho' in this Corrupted Time, 
When Vice has ſuch Aluring Ways, . 
Humble, tho' by Deſcent Sublime, 
As Providence had Power to raiſe, 
Pious as Angels, Kind to the Diſtreſt, 


Bane to the bad, and Pattern to the beſt. 
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that as here our Beauteous Thames, 
bund and ſmoothly flows along, 

1d in clear Poetick Streams, 

k to Fames higheſt Pitch my Song, 
e lov'd Urania is the Theam, 

laſted Vertue in, Extream. 


1 would ſhe moſt wondrous things; 
re is doing and has done, 

forming Heroes Infant Kings, 

ums for fam'd Bards to write upon, 
ding of England's — Bud, 

xi for our hereafter. Good. 


it lovely Plant which new does ſhoot; 
ibious Twigs and Branches ſmall, 

| when full Grown and fix'd at Root, 
ect from ſtorms and ſhade us all, 
lt highly we Heaven's Gift Eſteem, _ 

i{ bleſs Urgnia's Name for him. ; 


ever then upon this Day, 

% ſhew thy Glorious Face, 

nt oy Muſe a Golden Ray, 

ilſt ſuch Exalted worth they Praiſe, 
| ſtill thro' Ages all along, 

wa be the Poet's Song. 


EREX 
EXE 
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A PINDARICK OD 
Oz NEW-YEAR'S-DAY : Perfer 
by Vocal and Inſtrumental Maſicſ, b: 
their Sa RED MajzsSTIES X. WIIII 
and Q. MA AT. 


Set by Dr. JohN BLT. 


Matutine pater, ſeu Jane libentius audis, 

Unde homines operum primos, vitaque labore. 
Inſtituunt, (fic Dis placitum) tu Carminis eſto 
Princi pium, 


B EH OL, how all the Stars give way; 
Behold, how the revolving Sphere, 
Swells to bring forth the Sacred Day; 
That uſhers in the Mighty Year; 

Whilſt Jams with his double Face 
Viewing the preſent Time and paſt, 

In ſtrong Prophetick Fury ſings, 

Our Nation's Glory and our King's. 


See England's Genius, like the dazling Sun, 
Proud of his Race, to our Horizon run 
To welcome that Czleſtial Power, 
That of this Glorious Year begins the Happy Hcur 
A Year from whence ſhall Wonders come ; 
A Year to baffle France and Rome, 
And bound the dubious Fate of Warring Chriſten: 


Move on with Fame, all ye Triumphant Days, 
To Britain's Honour, and to Cæſar's Praiſe ; 

Let no ſhort Hour of this Year's bounded Time, 
Paſs by without ſome Act ſublime : 

Great WIL LI A M, Champion of the Mighty State 
And all the Princes the Confederates: 
Ploughs the Green Neptune, whilſt to waft him oer, 
The Fates ſtand ſmiling on the Be/gick Shoar: 


* 
' 
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d now the Galick Genius Trembles, 
bw e'er the Pannick Fear diſſembles ; 
know the Mighty League, and view the Mighty 


(Pow'r. 
when the Perſian Pride of old, | 
idain'd their God the Sun, 

Armies and more powerful Gold, 
id half the World o'er-run, 
e Alexander chang'd their Scorn to Awe, _. 
(came, and Fought, and Conquer'd like NASSAU. 


n welcome Wondrous Year, 
lore Happy and Serene, 
any ever did appear, 
0 bleſs Great Cæſar and his Queen: 
every Hour encreaſe their Fames; 
iſt Ecchoing Skies reſound their Names: 
when Unbounded Joy, and the Exceſs 
il that can be found in Humane Bliſs, 
on em, may each Year be ſtill like this, 
th, Fortune, Grandeur, Fame, and Victory, 
Crowning all, a Life, long as Eternity. 


CHORUS. 


Come ye Sons of Great Apollo, 
Let your charming Conſorts follow; 
ling of Triumph, ſing of Beauty, 
ling ſoft Ayres of Loyal Duty; 
Give to Czfar's Royal Fair 
Songs of Joy to Calm her Care, 
Bid the leſs Auſpicions Year adieu, 
And give her joyful Welcomes to the New. 


or 
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The HAPPY MAN, 
A SONG. The Words made to 4 pr SC 


T une, 


Hilſt abroad Renown and Glory, 
Are Mankind diminiſhing ; 
A Fate, a rugged Maſter, 
Still decides the Strife: 
To ſwell our future Story, 
When the VVar is finiſhing, 
How this and that Diſaſter, 
Coſt many a Heroes Life; 
With a Book in Contemplation, 
In a Corner of the Nation, 
In a Bower of Bliſs, 
Near a Grove of Trees, 
VVhere a Brook runs purling down: 
VVith a Conſcience free, 
A Friendly he, 
And one kind ſhe, 
That's true to me, 
id hates the noiſy Town: 
For VVrong or Right, 
Let Nations Fight, 
My chief Delight, 
Shall be Content alone. 


| 
4 


0 


7 SELLS 


Te 
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OLD Tony, 


pr FONG. The Tune, How happy is 
PHILLIS ia Love. 


oliver now be forgotten, 
His Policy's quite out of Doors; 
Iradbaw and Hewſon lie rotten, 
ite Sons of Fanatical V Vhores : 
's grown a Patrician, 
ting Damn'd Sedition, 
for many Years 

Mfam'd Politician, 


Mouth of all Prestyter-Peers. | O 
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Old Tony a Turn-coat at Morc fer, 7 
Vet ſwore * maintain the King's Right; P 
Bur Tony did ſwagger and bluſter, 
Yet never drew Sword on his ſide; 
For Tony's like an old Stallion, 
He has ſtill the Pox of Rebellion, 
And never was ſound, 
Like the Camelion, 
Still changing his Shape and his Ground. 


Old Rowley return'd (Heav'ns bleſs Him) 

From Exile and danger ſer free: 
Old Toxy made haſte to addreſs Him; 

And ſwore none more Loyal than he : 
The King who knew him a Traytor, 
And ſaw him Squint like a Satyr ; 

Yet, thro' his Grace, 

Pardon'd the matter, N 
And gave him ſince the Purſe and the Mace. 


And now little Chancellor Towy 
VVith Honour had feather'd his VVing, 
He carefully pick'd up the Money, 
But never a Groat for the King : 
But Tony's luck was confounded, 
The Duke ſoon ſmoak'd him a Round- head, 
From Head ro Heel 
Tony was ſounded, UL: Es | 
And great York put a Spoke in his VVeel. 


And now little Tony in Paſſion, 
Like Boy that had nettl'd his Breech, 
Maliciouſly took an occaſion 
To make a moſt delicate Speech ; 
He told the King like a Croney, 
If e er he hop'd to have Money, 
He muſt be rul'd: 
Oh fine Toxy ! 
Was ever Potent Monarch ſo ſchool'd? 


, 


wy 
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King iſſues out Proclamation 

Learned and Loyal Advice; 

im poſſefſes the Nation 

ie Councel will never be wiſe: 

my is madder and madder, 

Monmouth's blown like a Bladder, 

And L ——> ce too, 

Who grows gladder, 

they the great Nit were like to ſubdue. 


Deſtiny ſhortly will croſs it, 

ir Tony's prown Gouty and Sick; 
pight of his Spiggot and Fawſer, 

e States-man muſt go to old Nick; 
y rails at the Papiſt, 

himſelf is an Atbeiſt, 

Tho' ſo preciſe, 

Fooliſh and Apiſh, 

holy Quack, or Prieſt in diſguiſe. 


ww let this Rump of the Law ſee, 
Maxim as Learned in part, 

er with his Prince is too ſawcy, 

s fear'd he's a Traytor in's Heart: 
Tony ceaſe to be witt 

8 Treaſon i th City, 

And love the King; 


do ends my Ditty : 
le maiſt thou 


die, like a Dog in a ſtring. 


* * 
* ; 
* 
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The WHIGS EXALTATI 
To an old Tune of Forty One, 


1 by 


Ow, now the Tories all ſhall ſtoop, 
Religion and the Laws, 
And Whigs on Commonwealth get up, 
To Tap the GOOD OLD CAUSE: 
Tantiwvy-boys ſhall all go down, 
And haughty Monarchy, 
The Leathern Cap ſhall brave the Throne, 


Then hey Boys up go we! * 
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n once that Auichriſtian Crew, 

e cruſh'd and overthrown, 

teach their Nobles how to bow, 

id keep their Gentry down. 

| manners has a bad repute, 

d rends to Pride we ſee ; 

| therefore cry all Breeding down, 
hey Boys up go we. 


name of Lord ſhall be abhorr'd, 

x ev'ry Man's a Brother; 

t reaſon then in Church or State 

je Man ſhould rule another? 

having your and plunder'd all, 

d levell'd each degree, 

make their plump young Daughters fall, 
| hey Boys up go we. 


at tho' the King and Parliament 

not accord together, | 

have good cauſe to be content 

lis is our Sun-ſhine weather; 

good Reaſon ſhou'd take place, 

d they ſhould both agree, 

nds wou'd be in a Rowund-head's caſe; 
bey then up go we. | 
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11 down with all the 'Yerſities 
here Learning is profeſt : | 
ey ſtill PraQice and Maintain, 
de Language of the Beaſt ; 

11 Exerciſe in every Grove, 
id Preach beneath a Tree, 
make a Pulpit of a , 


1 hey Boys vp go We. 


Whigs ſhall rule Committe-chair, 
'ho will ſuch Laws invent, 
ball Exclude the Lawful Heir 


Act of Parliament: 
* vvel 
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VVe'll cut his Royal Highneſ; down, 
Ev'n ſhorter by the Knee, 
That he ſhall never reach the Throne, 


Then hey Byys up go we. 


VVe'll ſmite the J in Guild-Hal, 
And then (as we were wont,) 


VVe'll cry it was a Popiſb-Plor, 
And ſwear thoſe Rogues have don't, 
His Royal Highneſs to Unthrone 
Our ntere will be, 
For if he e er enjoy his own 


Then hey Boys up go we. 


VVe'll break the VVindows which the VVhore 
Of Babylon has painted; 

And when their Biſbops are pull'd down, 
Our Elders ſhall be Sainted: 

Thus having quite enſlav'd the 7hroxe, 
Pretending to ſet free, 

At length the Galen. claims its own, 


Then hey Boys up go we. 
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To the K I N G: 
An Op on bis Birth-Day. 


wdy Saturnia drives her Steeds apace, 
Heaven-born Aurora preſſes to her place; 
all the new-dreſs'd Planets of the Night, 
their gay Meaſures with unuſual Grace, 
uſher in the happy Moraing's Light, 

ber in, &c. | 


bleſt Britannia, let thy Head be crown'd, 
re et thy joyful Trumpets ſound ; 
the late enſlay'd * Auguſtas Ears, * Loftdony 
Triumphs of a Day renown'd : 
ond the Glories of all former Years, 
when Eaſtern Kings to kneel forbore, 
{end the Worſhip ey begun ; 
{ with riſing Glories from the Britiſh Shore, 
| longer they ador'd the Sun. 
A Day when, Ce. 


[ Second Movement. ] 


lgick Sages ſaw from far 
littering Regal Star, 

bleſt the happy Morn, 

i Great Naſſau was born: 

heard beſides a Cherub ſing, 

lie, haſte without delay , 

Albion haſte away, i 

nge their Wrongs, and be a King: 
thy Sword, and awful Frown, 

i Pagan Gods ſhall tumble down; 
to oppoſe Britannis's Foes, 

then to wear her Crown. 

wow the Day is come, 

adful to Proud Rome; 


0L, 11, 0 The 
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The Day when Gallia ſhakes, 
And England's Genius wakes ; 
To call her Sons to fight, 
And guard Euſebia's Right: * TheC 
Hark, hark, I hear their loud Alarms, 
And what was ſold for tempting Gold, 
Retriev'd again by Arms. 
Chors. Guard, guard Euſebia's Right, 
Call, call her Sons to fight; 
Hark, hark, &c. 


[ Third Mevement.] 


Go on, admir'd Naſſau, go on, 
To Fame and Victory go on, 

Recover Britain's long loſt Glory; 
Reflect on former Battles won, 
And what by Engliſh Monarchs done, 

In Edward's and Great Hiiry's Story: 
Whilſt we in lofty Song, and tuneful Mirth, 
Each Year ſing loud, to Celebrate his Birth; 
Whom bounteous Heaven, with Paternal Hand, 
Sent as a Second Saviour to this groaning Land. 


CHORUS of all. 


Glad Albion, let thy Foy appear, 
Reſtor d is now thy happy State ; 
The greateſ# Bleſſmgs are moſt dear, 
When we atchieve em late: 
And whilſt in a Jubilee Triumph we re, ' 
All Hail, Great Naſſau, ad Joy to the King, 
Let a Chorus of Thunder in the load Conſort play, 
To inform the vaſt Globe this is Cæſat - Birth-Daj. 


— 
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The BANDITTI 


be C 


Creta 


1 


O 2 


* 
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Bax. 1. TJ HE Joys of Court, or City, 


The Fame of Fair, or Witty, 


Are Toys to the Banditti, 

W hilit our Cups we drein; 
Ban. 2. We love, we laugh, we lic here 
We eat, we drink, we die here, 2 
And valiantly defic here, 

All che Power of Spain. 


But when by our Scout, a Prize we find, 
oy —.— to ſeize 8 * 
| , we cry, or ye „ve die, 
Without any more ado; 
All ckis brings us no Slander, 
Each Conquering great Commander, 
And mighty Alexander, 
Were Banditties too. 


Bar. 1. Some we bind, and ſome we gag, 
Some we ſtrip and plunder, 
Some that have ſtore of Gold, 
Into our Cave we draw; 
Thus like firſt moulded Matter, 
Our Principles we ſcatter, | 
*T was Folly made good Nature, 
And Feor that firſt made Law. 
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; And when we come home, our Doxies run, 
d us kindly Welcome, 

p, Freſh, and Young, all down do lye 

Beds of Moſs, to Sport ; 

every valiant Ranger, 

it rack and Manger, 

be that's paſt moſt Danger, 

moſt Kiſſes for't. 


Fools do whine, and ſigh, and pine, 
fall ick of Fevers, gh K 
doat on fleeting Joys, 

ut oft does Ruin bring 3 

It without begging 5 | 

je Wiſe, the Fair, or Witty, 

rave, the Bold Bandits, 

the ſelf-ſame thing. 


III 


. —— 
* 


dannen e eee 


lob. Bed ingfeild the Lord. Mayor's Health. 
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Ounſieur now diſgorges faſt, 
The Towns were lately won; 
Cloudy Days clear up laſt, 
The Cruſt is off the Sun: 
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Heroes prove they can, 

ir former Credit raiſe ; 

ring now for glorious ANN, 
zin Great Henry's Days: 

ug h and renown'd Eugene; 

1d by our Auſpicious Queen: 
The Empire late did ſave, 

To Saway Freedom gave, 

Which makes Old Bourbon rave, 
That meant it to enſlave, | 
|| puniſh him with Death, 
beyond the Grave. 


t Auguſta 1 fill thy Baggs, 

| revel in thy 8 8 

with Conqueſt gloriqus Flaggs, 
happy Trade concurs: 

and Flanders now, 

e wide their Gates to Peace; 

and th' Indies ſoon mult bow, 

d Wealth from all increaſes, 

no moro ſhall plague the Town, 

Kirk no more pull Steeples down 

Then ceaſe all needleſs Fear 

Or Doubts, the coming Year, 

And brimming Bowls prepare, 


295 


For all true Hearts to ſhare, 33 
K joyful Health to him that fills the Chair. 
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Fe 


RE is the Rarity of the whole Fair, 
pimper- le- pimp, and the wiſe Dancing Mare 3 
ö valiant St. George and the Dragon, a Farce, 
il of Fifteen with ſtrange Moles on her A-. 


is Viemna-Beſieg'd, a. Rare thing, : 
here's Punchinello ſhown thrice to the King 
ſee the Masks to the Cloifter repair, 8 
there will be no Raffling, a Pox take the Mayr. 
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4cArch ſt by Dofor Bi o w. 


Seller at Sodom, at the Sign of the T=5 
wo buxom young Harlots were drinking with .; 
ſay they were his Daughters, no matter for that, 
'rereſolv'd they would ſouſe their old Dad With a 
uſter'd and bouſie, the Doting old Sor, (Pot; 
reat as a Monarch between em was got; 
the Eldeſt and W iſeſt thus open'd the Plor,. 
he w us dear Daddy how we were begot: 
oukes, you young Jades, 'rwas the firſt Oath I wot, 
Devil o 4 ' this Humour has taught; 
tter, they cry d, you ſhall Pawn for the ſhot, . 
b you wilt how us hom we were begot.: 
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HERE's ſuch Religion in my Love;. 7; 
It muſt like Vertue have Reward ; — 
d Strephon's Faith will from above, * 


ITdo' not belew, find due regard: 
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el me no more of Friends or Foes, 

That hinder'd what your Heart deſign'd ; 
Parents can your Love diſpoſe, 

No more than they beget your Mind. 


eat Love! the Monarch of our Wills, 
When I am loſt by your Diſdain ; 

il doom that Scorn your Lovers kills, 
To be your fatal Beauty's bane: 
u, like a Bee, has ſtung my Heart, 

Yet there the avenging Dart does lye ;., 
hich gives you in my Fate a part, 
And you are undope as well as]. _ 


CHORUS, 


— = — — — - — —— - 
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K IND Heaven no Peace to the Perjur'd allow 
4% In Fate's gloomy Book keeps account af all Vo 
And Jove that does view the falſe and the true, 
Knows who kept their Promiſe, and who deteiy dv 
Will ſwear by the Skies, and Gaximede's Eyes, 
No Woman that mingles Affection with Art; 
And here in the Farce of the World plays a part, 
Mall ever hereafter, ſhall ever hereafter, 
Shall ever hereafter break a fond Heart, 

Wall ever hereafter. break a fond Heart. 
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etty Mrs, H. D. the fight of her Rig 
Landing among ſt _— at Mr. Knellers. oy 


0rrinna when you left the Town, 

My Heart ſecure I thought to ſind; 
found alaſs new Chains put on, 
your bright Image left behind. 


r Picture now the Conqueſt has, 

o my fond Soul new Flame returns; 
e Rays contracted in a Glaſs, 

hough diſtant, your Reflection burns. 


| Paradiſe for you been loſt, 

Like Ab T had fuffer'd too; 

at muſt that Fruit be to the Taſte;. 
That is ſa Tempting to the View. 


7 
Ll 


ur Graces ſhining at full length, 

zubdue each Souls devoreſt Skill; 
ben Beauty Charms beyond our Strength, 
Where is the uſe of our Free-Will? | 


ke that Aſtronomer I. gaze, 

That his propitious Star had found; 
ting my Eyes upon your Face, 
[{light the glittering Planets round; 


id as to Shrihes when Pilgrims go, 
duch awful Reverence I feel, 

at though I'm ſure tis only ſhow, 
| ſcarcely. can forbear to.kneel. 
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The SHUTTLECOCK: 


A New Soc, Set to a pretty 8 co 11 


by Mr, Courtiville. 
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* 
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AE you ſeen Battledore play, 

- Where the Shuttlecock flys to and fro One? 
have you noted an April day, now Raining, 
Shining, now warming, now Storming? 

! juſt, juſt ſuch as theſe is a Woman. 


and true Merit do ſeldom prevail, 
always we hold a wer Eel by the Tail; 
ir Tongues ne'er are Idle, the Humoui's a Riddle, 


And if they have Charms, 
rarely that Beauty is true t'ye, 
few or none you are ſure are your own, 
But in your Arms. 


— 

EP — pH <— 
| = — 

= Pg , 


y prick with their Needle, and ogle and wheedle; 


1 = . 
— 
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480 NG upon Mrs. Brace-girdle's ding Mz 
cella, -Don-Qu1x o r E. Set by Mr. Ein 


A- 


7172 
— — 


A 7 Hie I with wounding Grief did look, 
When Love had turn'd your Braid; 
From you the dire Diſeaſe I took, 
And bore my ſelf your pain, 
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tella then your Lover prize, 
Ma And be not too ſevere; | 

ngal e well the Conqueſts of your Eyes, 
For Pride has coſt ye Dear. 


o/io treats your Flames with ſcorn, 
And racks your tender Mind; 

draw your Frowns, and Smiles return, 
And pay him in his kind. 


Smile again where Smiles are due, 
And my true Love eſteem ; 

much more do rage for you, 
Than you can burn for him. 


NN EZXESYC RE SNGI CZE, a8, 0 FXSTERNS 
* ow Ou v4, _ d hs , * , 4 


Love's Revenge, A SONG. 


HE World was huſh'd, and Nature Ila . 
; Lull'd in a ſoft 3 | 
I in Tears refleQting lay 
whey — ows : | 
be of Love ay 2 d, 
To heal my watts Hour; 
w pangs of Joy my Soul indear'd, 
And Pleaſure charm'd each part : 
nd Man, ſaid he, here end thy Woe, 
ill they my Power and Juſtice know, 
de fooliſh Sex will all do fo. 


t for thy Eaſe believe, no Bliſs 
l — without Pain; 
de faireſt Summer hurtful is 
Without ſome Showers of Rain: 
de Joys of Heaven, who would prize, 
If Men too cheap! ght 3 
de deareſt part ol Mortal Joys, 

TW Moſt charming 


y bou 
is when ſought : And 
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And though with Droſs true Love they pay, 
Thoſe that know fineſt Meral ſay, 
No Gold will Coyn without allay. 


But that the Generous Lover may, 
Not always ſigh in vain ;' 

The Cruel Nymph that kills to Day, 
To morrow ſhall be ſlain : 


The little God no ſooner ſpoke, 0 
But from my ſight he flew ; | 
And I that groan'd with Chloe's Yoke, ur 0 
Found Love's Revenge was true: 01 


Her proud hard Heart too late did turn 
With fiercer Flames than mine did burn, 
Whilſt J as much began to ſcorn. 


bo eowyylw uw 
The Moraliſt. 4 SONG. 


WW HAT's the worth of Health or Living, IM. 
If we ſtint our ſelves of BliG; = 
Grief is but a ſelf-deceiving, 
Rs bw, be * hat is: 
Sd all Night, and daily weeping, 
Zealots think to — to = 
Thus with Canting and with Sleeping, 
The poor Sots loſe all their Time. 


Give me Love, and give me Wine too, 
For Life's Cares to make amends ; _ 

Wit and Poetry Divine too, 

And a charming Female Friend: 
In a Moral honeſt Station, 
To my Grave in Peace Fl go; 

Let the bug Predeſtination, 


Fright the Fogls no better know. 
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To CYNTHIA 
ASONG. 


JORN with the Vices of my kind, 
I were Inconſtant too; 

ur Cynthia, could I rambling find 

ore Beauty than in you. 


rowling Surges of my Blood, 

y Virtue now ebb'd low; 

ud a new Shower encreaſe the Flood, 
[oo ſoon would overflow. 


Frailty when thy Face I ſee, 
bes modeſtly retire ; 

common muſt her Graces bs, 
hoſe look can bound deſire. 


to my Virtue, but thy Power, 
is Conſtancy is due; 

change it ſelf can give no more, 
Tis to be true. 


52 
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The two following Son Gs, Sung in my P 
call d, the Commonwealth of Women. Nx 


* „ 
e r r 1 
e © 


Ev'ry hour new Joys receiving; 
. Pangs our Hearts are grieving, 
Liberty's the Soul of Living: 


1 the Soul of Living, 
No 


zz 


|) 
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ere are no falſe Men preſuming, 
Youth or Beauty to its Ruin; 
urm'ring Sighs, like Turtles cooing, 
Nor the bitter Sweets of wooing. 


309 


CHORUS. 


ſince we are doom'd to be Chaſt, 
And Loving is counted @ Crime; 
's do what we can, not to think of a Man, 
But make the beſt wſe of our Prime. 


WR 


a < M_ Y w CY 
* 2 


2 — — — _—_ 
. 


Ad — — — — 


310 Pitts to Purge Melanchoh. 


A SONG. 


#3 
* 1 


rut hia with an awful Power, 
On all Hearts extends her ſway; 


Did the Eaſtern Natives know her, 


They'd leſs priſe the God of Day: 
On her Brow Night ſhady lies, 

Whilſt Morning breaks from her fair Eyes ; 
On her Brow Night ſhady lies, 


Whilſt Morning breaks from her fair Eyes, 
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An OD E. 


From AN ACAR EON. 


F Gold could lengthen Life, 1 ſwear, 
It then ſhould be my chiefeſt Care; 

MW ger a heap, that I may ſay, 

hen Death came to demand his Pay, 

tou Slave, take this, and go thy way. 


= SE —— wy bog he, R 
W ould I plague my ſe r nought 
fooliſhly diſturb the Skies, N 
ith vain Complaints, or fruitleſs Cries, 

r if the fatal Deſtinies 

Have all decreed it ſhall be ſo, 

What good will Gold or Crying do. 


Give me to eaſe my thirſty Soul, 

The Joys and Comforts of the Bowl ; 
Freedom and Health, and whilſt I live, 
Let me not want what Love can give : 
en ſhall I die in Peace, and have 

us Conſolation in the Grave, 


at once I had the World my Slave. 


DW 


8 - 


SIR 
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The Old Fumbler. 
A Sons: Set by Mr. Hen. Purcell, 


OMe, rich and fantaſtick old Fumbler was know 
That Wedded a Juicy brisk Gir) of the Town 
Her Face like an Angel, Fair, Plump, and a Maid 
Her Lute well in Tune too, cou'd he but have plai 
But loſt was his Skill, let him do what he can, 
She finds him in Bed a weak filly old Man; 
He Coughs in her Ear, tis in vain to come 
Forgive me, my Dear, I'm a filly old Man. 


She laid his dry Hand on her ſnowy ſoft Breaſt, 
And from thoſe white Hills gave a glimpſe of the Be 
But ah! what is Age when our Youth's but a Span 
She found him an Infant inſtead of a Man | + 
Ab! Pardon, he'd cry, that I'm weary ſo ſoon, 

You have let down my Baſe, I'm no longer in Tu 
Lay by the dear Inſtrument, prom lie ſtall 
I can play but one Leſſon, and that I play Il. 


2 2 e 
N 1 
5 4 dy 


+ © 
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rations, Poems, Prologues, and 
Epilogues on ſeveral Occaſions. 


An ORAT ION, 


reſsd to the PRIX CE and PRINCERSSN; and 
yoken to divert the Nobility and my Friends, 
me; upon the Publick Stage at the Theatre, 
May 27, 1717. 


S ſome ſtout Warriour Valour to advance, 
From fate bas Jong had glorious Circumſtance, 
Finding another Cauſe, tho' Years enlarge, 
By Honour fir'd, reſolves again to charge ; 
|, that late my happy Verſe did raiſe, 
| with your generous Favour made Eſſays ; 
ig d by your indulgent Grace before, 
bleſt by Time, Addreſs to ſpeak once more. 


Sovereign Remarks then my firſt Theam ſhall be, 
onarch's Inſtance muſt rake Place with me : 
pogly Myſterys are nicely ſhewn, 
ſtill J hape they will my Candor own, 
d keep Stare Places, or who lay em down. 
then my Muſe, with Radiance like the Sun, 
(1. may blaze ſome Acts by Ceſar done: 
„ The dear Clemency to that bad Race, 
durſt deſerve his God-like Act of Grace: 
n let the Triple-league be underſtood, 
greatly ſignal for the Kingdom's Good; 
he meant, ſurmounting humane Praiſe, 
etmatch the Zenith of — William's Days. 


OL. II. P Yer 


— — 


— 


— 


Ve Poer's Remarks on himſelf. t Remarks en the King, 
theſe that have left their Places. 


+ The charming Princeſs, Soul of Beauty's Grace, 
| Joy of his Heart, and all our loyal Race, 
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* Yet tho' his Royal Abſence gave us Pain, 
We muſt admire the Prince's happy Reign; 
W hoſe awful Sway prov'd ſo divinely well, 
The want of Cæſar we could ſcarcely tell: 
And prov'd, tho' warm'd in Youth'swropitious Pri 
The Sence of fifty Years, in half the Time. 


Yer Fare, alas! that points not always fair, 
Had nearly finiſh'd his indulgent Care ; 


ear Death was drawn — But oh, no more of tl 
Apollo ſacred o'er. the-Palace ſate, 

he Muſes a rejoycing Conſort give, 
And Eſculapius brought the grand Reprie ve: 
Then from the dark Abyſs ſucceeding Light came 
And from her black ry ae divinely cynt bia (W;14 
For her the dreadful Winter fiercely binds ; oP 
For her came Froſts and bleak tempeſtuous Wind; 
But when ſhe heal'd, Earth did new Order bring; 5 
And by her Graces form'd came in the Spring. Me ; 


Albias ſhall now no more Pretenders try, 
Tranſported with her heavenly Fragen; | 
For as ſome Deſart Land, whoſe wild Diſtreſs 5 
Seem'd wanting Providential Care to bleſs; 
Where the coy Sun ne'er darts a genial Ray, 
But ſtormy Snows blaſt each returning Day : 
Prayers of ſome favour'd Objects, ſhipwreck'd 
Having with pious Toyl exacted heavenly Care: 
Great Goddeſs, Nature, proving kindly Force, 
Turns to proliffick Heat their ſteril Courſe. 
So Frederick, with his Siſters, heavenly fair, 
Where er they move perfume the Ambient Air. 


- * 


* On the Prince. + On the Princeſs, | On ber! 
Family. | | 
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Oh Beauty! lend my Autumn thy Support, 
w ſhall I elſe do Night to yon bright Court? 
alt th? Inſpirers that direct my Tongue, 
Ns, give me all the Flame that charms my Song; 
s Pr ert your Grace, each bright Angelick Power, 
perle your Beams, Oh ſpread your ſacred Store, 
cif you ceaſe to ſmile, I am no more. 


Each Goddeſs thus I leave in her Degree; — 
d now deſcend to you the Beaus Eſprit, .. 7 
bold Invaſion threatned your Eſtates, 

ce Bug- bears bound, to fright our Candidates. 
{olv'd in Jerkins buff, and black Cravats. 


This fruitful Land ſtrange foreign Foes will havin, 
me lanch to fight for Fame, and ſome for Want 
id, Crack-brain'd Hotſpurs too fierce Quarrels breed, 
te the mad Pagod of the North, the Swede ; 

im whoſe Excurſtons, tho' he toil with Pains 

d fights, and flys, his Head ſmall Plaug it gains, 


de Ruſſian got Dominion of his Brains; 
er, our Ladies here have Scorn deſtz u d, 

he ſo bar v he hater Weiman-kind : 
Angel Amazons to War will go, | 
very Deyil to them is not ſo great a Foe. 


To vary Subje ts, News is next defign'd, 
vs, 2 into a Sweat puts Ralf Mankind; 
hig and Tory muſt be here enroll d, 

o Names that fright the Town with being told, 


ſe than the Guelphs, and Gibelins of old. 
City Tribe with State Effects are ſtor a, 
„ wer Coffee-Reom' a Councel-board : 
. WW Taylor with grub Brard au Crimſon WO 
King and Parliament together ſows, © 
ö 22 . 


—— * ld 


—c 


her Mon the Court Lacht. f The Pit on the Invaſpn, and 
wedes. || On News, end the Tran Whig and Tory. 
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The Jnip-ſnap Barber, lathering Spain's Condition, 
the League not good as the Partition : 
The Cutler [wears, more Troops well arm d ſbould mi: 
The Crop-ear d Criſpin ftitches up the Fleet; 
llo's only Race unbyaſs'd joyn, 
"Whoſe loyal Hearts wiſh Britain's Fame, like mine. 


As Spots in Stars, ſo Faults in Wit may be, 
But Faction and rebellious Villany, 

Ne'er taints the ſoaring Muſe, — ſhe ſings, 
On Theams of Glory, and great Deeds of Kings. 


And now to end, fince Spring has ſpread her Ble 
And welcome Summer to endear is come; 


Since on our Sea each gawdy Streamer ſoars, o1 
And the ſtout Army guards our happy Shores; Wou: 
ike my bleſt Genius, fated to oppoſe, 0 0 
Oh ler your Union joyn to rout our Foes. ih 
Then let the Coth and Vandal, dare invade, Whis 
Let Rome and S/cily advance their Aid; | ble 
Let the Grand Miniſter, to Plimeurh ſent, the 
Obſtructed and imur'd, new Plots invent; s b 
Let him his witty Treaſons there make good, o 
Get Freedom by a ſecond Riding- hood. | 


Great Britain, whilſt its Genius keeps her Shore 
To ſeize all Traytors ſhall exert its Power, 
So guard the King, and Abien's Ille, till time fi 


(no n 


1 
2 — 


Lon the Swede's late Miniſter ; wich a concluding 
en the King and Printe. 
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"MM An OR A TION, 


he'd to the PRINCE and PrINCEss of 

VaLEs, andthe Co u T; Spoken by me at a 
eat Audience at the THRATREB RovYAL 

1DruxyY Lang, Mar 29, 1716. 


Hen Britain's prof; perous Fortune was decay'd, 
And France _ d by the late Peace we made, 
rouling Fate a mig cath decreed, 
puzle all the Miſchief ſnould ſucceed : 
n our propitious Genius roſe, and far 
ght from the German Regions prone to War, 
gracious Aid of __y Hanover : 

| his bright Foot had ſcarcely touch'd our Land, 

| bleſt the Soil which nauſeous Error ſtain'd ; 

the North Crew would do our Nation Right, 

u bred in craggy Cliffs, but yet could fight: 
oer their Targets did a General gain, 
was the Devil for Backſword, and for Brain ; 
eftin too, they made a bold Eſſay, 
Leaſons had, the Kingdom to diſmay, 
led the firſt, the laſt, they ran away. 
ng themſelves let them that Grandeur right, 
els gave Trophies to our Monarch's = bY 
did the Fate of his new Reign diſcloſe, 
rove th' inervate Weakneſs of his Foes. 
roops but view'd, could poor Inſulters aw, 
Fate enough to ſee the Lyon's Claw. 
ben yves Thunder does the Globe alarm, ? 
Creatures fly to holes, and "ſcape the harm, 7 
lv'd with fear of the Ætherial Storm: J 
then Rebellion fell, and thus the Race 
lorious Ceſar ſhall have awful Grace. | 
Perſian Sage, who finds when Morn comes on, 
k Eclipſe invade his God the Sun; 


Py -- D. 


— — — — —— — — 2 
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A caſual Speck within the Ray is found 51 v 
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Diſtorts his trembling Limbs, his Nerves are ſore, 
Staring his Eyes, and cold his vital Gore, 

As having never ſeen the like before :) | /. 
But when the Orb is mov'd, and Sol appears, 
The glimmering of brisk Light his Reaſon chears; 
He flights his Fear, and as the Sun difplays, 
Thinks it has given more Luſtre to irs Rays. 

So mighty Sir, you by this Tumult late, [* The Pri 
May timely reckon your Degrees of State ; 
Some Treaſons hood winkt, Fortune muſt infuſe, 
As Poyſons are in Med'cines that we uſe: 

But both in their exalted kind excel, 

One brings ye Fame, as 'tother makes ye well. 
Glory thus finiſh'd, Beauty muſt enſue, 
In ſtate of which, Ladies +I bow to you; It The 
You, whoſe Divinity the Art does take, 
To teach me how-to write, and how to ſpeak; 
The World's chief Bleſſing in its-beft Degree, 
As, Genius of what is, or is to be; 

Vet as ſome — Aſtronomer that has 

Jo ſearch a Planet, found a noted Cauſe: 
The Time in ſome Diſtreſs does ſorm Degrees, 
And in the Blaze a Speck diſorder'd ſees. 

So tho' a dazling Luſtre charms around, 


A Graveneſs palls the Ch. Some don't uſe 

To ask what Faſhion's now; but ask what News? 
What Projects? bas no other Lady ſtood, | 
T'outwit the Court and Tower, nor Plot purſu d; 
Has there been ne'er a ſecond Riding-hood ? 
Their Brains, inſtead of Billets, Treaſon quotes, 
All am'rous Songs have loſt their tuneful Notes, 
And leaving ſacred Verſe, they read the Votes: 
But ch, what Horror dves our Paſſions draw, ( w 
When Ladies ceaſe to charm, to model Church and La in! 


And now ye ſprightly Wits, ye modern Beaus, 
That here deſcend fiom thoſe Angelick Rows, 
Some of your Tenets late did faintly ſprang, 
Which ſtanch Religion ſo deprav'd did bring, 
Some would have loft it quite, with a. New King; 


- Freſh Legiſlature had lupply'd their Will, 


And baulk'd the Force of ourſeptennial Bill. 
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f fatal Miſchiefs in our Iſle commence, 
ve ſtill the ſtarry Grace of Providence: 
is ſhon when Patriots confirm'd in Grace, 
ars; W wiſe and loyal brought that Law to paſs; 
n two to one the Kingdom's Good decreed, 
| proud Rebellion dar d, that durſt ſucceed: 
, may they ever ſhine, who broke our civil Wars,, 
Nature ceaſing, blaze among the Stars. 


Vhene'er our Sovereign's Regal Genius foars, 

| potent Marlborough leads bis conqu'ring Powers, 
h Rebels no Subverſion here can breed, 74 
Regent's double Note we ne'er ſhall heed, 

fear the boiſterous Navy of the Swede. 


This glorious Theam, ſo tow'ring and ſublime, 
ir'd aloft, retrieves my fading Time; 

ink this Hour moſt happy to rehearſe 

r Monarch's Character in tuneful Verſe : 

Id, yet Auguſt, Goodneſs th'Almighty gave, 
os his Laws, and without Paſſion brave. 


n then, e ſovereign P with Applauſe 
t for _ ſacred E. ſacred Cauſe ; 
nſt all Pretenders let your Valour ſhine, 
ſtrengthen Cæſar and his Sacred Line : 


Whilſt I, that in my former 2 — 
Plants without Produce, and wither d Flowers, 
en fatal Plots obſtrufted regal Powers, 

in my plenteous, fruitful Auma raiſe, 
Albion's Wealth and Fame triumphant Praiſe; 
| with due Fame of its Reſtorer ſing, 

d La inſpiring Annals of our glorious King. 


US, 


eS, 
$, 
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The NITHISDALE: 


* * calld a Riding-hood. 4 POE 
n the ſudden, Timely, and Incomparable N 
poſe of the Counteſs of Nithiſdale z who fr 
frated the dreadful Fudgment and S enten 
” of the Lord High Steward, and ſav'd þ 
band's Neck from the Block, Feb, 2 


I 7 1 5. bk 

iti 

1 every tuneful Bard that Sings, 1 
Of Ladies Wits and Ladies Things; th 

Of Moulding Face, or Teeth, or Hair, d b 


Deſign'd to make em Young and Fair: 
Let Iron Hoops not made for ſhew, 
Nor Whale-bone Fardingales below, 
No more in Praiſe be undeſtood; 
But now Exalt the Riding- hood. 


Our Hats with Feathers they inc loſe, 

Our Coats they wear, and ride like Beaus, 
Our Breeches too they'll quickly find, 

And ſet up then to Ape Mankind : : 
But ſince to take they are ſo bold ſpi 
Our Cloaks, that ſhade from Rain and Cold, Pc 
I'll ſtudy now the Nation's good, | 
And thus Expoſe the Riding-hood. 


It firſt does Cleanlineſs decay, 

And proves a thouſand Sluts a Day; 
Their Linnen too all ill may be, 

They hide it ſo, as none can ſee. 

Then let the Husband, who with ſtrife, 
Perceives a Gallant loves his Wife; 
Think tis for 2 — 
No cover like a Riding-h 


Pits to Ruge Melanchoh. 


bus in our Days of Life 'twill raiſe, 
hundred Tricks, a hundred Ways; 
d now my Story to purſue, 

u'll ſee what it in Death can do: 
is call'd a Nithiadale, ſince Fame 
orn'd a Counteſs with that Name; 
hoſe Wit ſurmounting firmly ſtood, 
Creatures with a Riding-hood. 


Lord for Treaſon all deter, 

ho had been dead were't not for her;. 
1g, Lords and. Commons doom'd his Fate, 
de Tower his Goal, the Warders ſer, 
tions could no Mercy draw, 

d Ladies Tears — — the Law;, 

| this the Heroine withſtood, 


nia gave with Cloſing Light 
„ 
en th' Sprightly Counteſs did the * 
: weept, chad all in her Head. 
dreſs'd her Lord, inform'd his Mind, 
de Soldiers dumb, and Warders blind; 
id all the Nation prais'd her Mood, 
the Inchanted Riding-hood. 


— of Ears, i 
ower and W 
is Rarity of Women's Mould, 

ith female Jerking then Coatrowl'd 
ie great Leiutenant bold and Gay, 
at has good Judgment, as ſome ſay, 
uſt think his prudent part-not good, 
t- witted by a Riding-hood. 


ſpite of Eyes 


"ſerve this Rule; you that have Power, 
om Newgate's Manſion to the Tower, 
0 more ingage with Female Wir, 


r ſeek to find out their Deceit: 
Tb 1 7 


n 
ealth, that Crowns our Jbyss., 
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For take this grave Advice from me, 
You ſball not hear, yon ſhall not ſee, 
Jill they their rare Deſign make good, 
As now they've done the Mding-HOο . 


Let Traitors againſt Kings conſpire, 

Let ſecret 2 great Stateſmen hite, 
Nought ſhall be by Detection got, 

If Women may have leave to Plot: 
There's nothing clos d with Bars or Locks 
Can hinder Nightrayls, Pinners, Smocks, 
For they will thety one make good, 47 day 
As now they'ye done the Riding-hood. 


Oh thou, that by this Sacred Wife 

Haſt ſav'd thy Liberty and Life, ' 

And by her Wits immortal Pains, 
With her quick Head haſt ſav'd thy Brains: 
Let all Deſigns her Worth Adorn, 

Sir g her an Anthem 2s and Morn, 
And ler thy fervent Zeal make good 

A Reverence for the Riding-hood. 
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n EPILOGUE to Henky the Second 
Intended fr Ros am on. 


© + 
5 
* 


N this Grave Age, Improv'd by Stateſmen's Art, 
What hopes have I, that you ſhould like my part ;. 
ime was, When Reſamond, might ſhine at Court; 
hcfe are no Days for Miſſes of my Sort; 
cur Bags for better Uſes are prepar'd, 
auty muſt now retrench, che Times are hard, 
hilſt what ſhould be a Bounty for the fair, 
{av'd to beat the French in vig'rous War. 
d they expected 22 ſhould be got 
ur Scriblers ſure, had choſe, another Plot; 
ad not thus heedleſly have found Occaſion 
o ſhew again the Grievance of .a Nation. 
| Miſtrefſes were long ſince left in th* Lurch 
zu Lovers now are fighting for your Church; 
nrs Militant, who devoutly have agreed, 
o ſtand by Doctrine that you never read. 
g ſtrangely Time does Human things decay, 7 
uc Centurys paſt, as Ancient Writers ſay, f 
that I repreſent, bore mighty Sway: 
Beauty wonder'd at, her Wit Extoll'd: 
r yellow Locks were call'd, too Threads of Gold, 
now ſhould that Complexion uſe the Trade, 5 


ch little Fop the Town has newly made, 
ould Cry, Confound the Carrot Pated Jade. 
Miſs in Days of War and Jeopardy, 7 


te Armourers in Times of Peace muſt 

eir Swords and Helmets ruſt, and fo will ſhe. 

hat fort of Criticks then ſhall I endear, 

avour my abandon'd Character? 

: French fatigue too much to mind Amour; 

: G:rman bigotted, the Spaniard poor; 

B-lzick Love: with his Northern Senſe; 

ald have the Tofrow, but would ſpare the Pence, 

enous of Beauty, but when Purſe ſhould open, 
Heer is either deaf or druak's ftopen ; 


Thus 
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Thus o'er all Exrope, as the Scenes are laid, 

War and Religion have quite ſpoil'd Love's Trade; 
Since then from Court, my part muſt hope no Pity, 

I'll try the Engliſh Lovers in the City; 44.5 

Kind Souls, wo, many a Night o'er Toſt and Ale; 
Have wept at Reading Roſamond's fam'd Tale, 

And will, I hope, for Beaury's ſake to Day; 

Confront theſe Beaus, and fave an honeſt Play. 

So may you Thrive; your Wagers all be won; 

So may your wiſe Stock- jobbing Crimp go on, 

So may your Ships return from the Canaries, (Man. 
And no damn'd Dunkirk Shark ſnap up their Job»: nd” 
Stand Buff once for a Miſtreſs, think what lives 
Some of you daily Live with Scolding Wives ; 0 
For tho' I fell by ous Cruelty, id 
For venial Sin, twas pity I ſhould dye; 
Ah! ſhould your Wives and Daughters ſo be try'd, it 
And with my Doſe their failings purify'd 

L exd, what a Maſlacre would maul Cheapfde! 


* 
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A PROLOGUE, 
t the Opening of the Play bonſe, Spoken by 


Toung PO WwWEI. 


J. 


—— — — —  _ = 
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_ — Q — — — Ü — 2 oe 2 


\ Tragick Scene of Woe, which long did laſt, 
Has Acted been this fatal Winter paſt ; 
iz, on the World's great Stage, all find too true, 8 


— — 


—— 


rs, the Epitome, reſents it too 

ith double Grief, for th' genecal Loſs, and you: 
ſides, ſtrange Jarrs, are now amongſt us grown, 
ne Miſchiet very ſeldom comes alone: * 
ifes are purſued with ſuch Impetuous Rage, 1 
he Muſes dread the downfal of the Stage; . 
ur Grandees too, that wrangling Caſes try, | 


— ——— 
= 22 — 


uten with Feuds, but ſtarve the leſſer Fry: 
To you, we therefore (the poor forlorn) ts, 
ou only can relieve our {ad Condition, 3 
nd ſave us from the Wrack of their Diviſion ; 1 
Vhilſt they for Rights and Titles hotly ſtrive, 
n different Partys, and Rencounter drive, | 
e would but Live, we dare not think to. Thrive: 
et not their Quarrels puſh our Ruin on, 
Pray let us be too Mean to be undone; 
When the Finny Warriors of the Ocean made 5 
Aſcaly War, a watry Cavalcade; 7 
The great one's the fierce Combat did endure, N 
The Smelts and petty Prawns were all ſecure: 1 
The Ladys Smile, thence I date good Succeſs, 
ſmiles look moſt lovely in a Mourning Dreſs ; 
And you our Patrons, tho' your Habits ſhew 
The ſolemn Mode, yet wear no Cloudy Brow : 
Tho' outward Sables ſeem like gloomy Night, | 
Your Pockets Argent, comforts us like Light, 
Money has Rays ſuperlatively bright; 
And whilſt with that our heavy Hearts you cheer, 
la any Colour you are welcome here; 


Ab, 


N 
oy 
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Ah! would your favour Diligence befriend, 
We'd ſtrive to pleaſe, and every Minute mend, 
Pray uſe no Rod, before we do offend ; 


For tho', as formerly (when we all joyn'd 

To make Wit's Banquet proper to your Mind) 
We can't in ſuch fine Dithes bring our Cates, 
We'll ſerve ye up a prone Treat in Plates ; 
Some Actors we have ſtill, ſome New ones got, 
Young Tits extreamly willing to be taught, 

A ſilly Baſhfulneſs is all their fault : 


That once Remov'd, as in our hopeful Clime, 
They'll ſoon Inſtructed be in Proſe or Rhime, 


No doubt, the Girls will come to good in Time; 


Bur as they are, if Truth muſt be expreſs'd, 


They Caw, and Gape, like Birds juſt fledg'd in th' \ 
And Bluſh at the meer hinting of a Jeſt. (Neſt, \ 


You lik'd new Faces Sirs, not long ago, 

Pray come and ſte theſe, try what they can do; 
For tho' an A&reſs, if I take it right, ; 
Can't like a Muſhroom ſprout up in a Night; 
Yet if you influence her Inclination, 

She may divert with other Converiation: 
However, we ſball always play our Parts, 
Induftriouſly ſtrive to gain your Hearts; 

With utmoſt Diligence your Pleaſure ſerve, 
Nor ſpare our Pains, but ſtudy to deſerve. 
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A EPILOGUE, 


Fir Mrs. VERBRUGGAN, 


ISH, I had c'en as good go out again, 

I ſee our Fate, you are in your Damming Vein; 
d every Critick looks ſo like a Devil, 
will be Time loſt, to beg you to be Civil: 
ct hangt, I'll try for once, what I can ſay, 

will be at worſt, bur a Speech thrown away ; 
hus then ſue to all, Dukes, Lords, Knights & Squires, 
ntlemen, Jokers, ſellers of Wit, and buyers: 

us of the Court, and Bullys of the Fryers, 
[rue Wits, and no Wits, Tartars tilting Heroes, 
vers, Pimps, Prentices, and poor Piacros ; 
harks, Shagrags, Shatter-brains, Panders, Purſe-takers, 
tts, Country Cullys, Cuckolds, Cuckold-makers: 
|| you that in this lower Row are Noted, | 
nd you that yonder are ſo high Promoted; 
e pleas'd to lay your thumping Anger by, 

nd ſpare the Carkaſs of the Comedy: 

ou too the charming Sex, Ladies well known, 

ou that have Titles, you too that have none; 

ou in Whoſe youthful Cheeks the Blood does lye, 
ind you that uſe fine Tinctures to ſupply: 
ortunes high flyers, you that mount our Boxes, 
nd you low Tire, Cracks, Harridans and Doxies ; 
f all Degrees, a favour I implore, | 
Vid young, fat lean, ſtraight, crooked, rich or poor: 
hat you would curb the Humour in to Day, 
ind for this once like an indifferent Play; 

ot for irs Merit; can I beg your Grace, 

ut only for my Sake, pray lect it paſs : 

onſider faith, how hard it is to pleaſe, 
nd how * each Man's Humour is; 
lt as the prelent Weather, that we ſee, 
ow treats our Spriag, you treat our Poetry: 
Vhen you weng kindly Rain, you roughly blow, 
ud when your Sun ſbould ſhine on 0 ren DpoP's 


» ( 
ſt, \ 


A 


* 
* 


— 
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Blaſt all our Buds, when you ſhould clear and warm! 
And when your Breezes ſhould: refreſh, you Storm : 
Some fancys Rhiming Plays to Mirth provoke, 
Others there are that love a ſmutty Joke; 

That way my Talent lies, if I have any, 

And will I hope Diverſion give to many : 

But to pleaſe all, one Woman can't ingage, 

Tho' the beſt Actreſs that e er trod the Stage. 


A PROLOGUE, 


For Cave UN PDERRARIII. 


T HE humerous Author of this comick Play, 
Gives me the Name of Jolyman to Day; 
And ſome Years ſince, in good King Charles s Reign, 
Who Wit and Womens Right did well maintain: 
When Courtiers, and almoſt all other folks, | 
Kiſſing and tipling liv'd the Life of Ducks; 

"Tis known, tho now there's one Leg in the Grave 
Mankind in general call'd me Jolly Cave : 

The Women too, thought me a proper Fellow, 
Well limb'd, tho Phiz was bord'ring upon Yellow, 
And pleaſant, tho' oft tempted to be mellow ; 
Then Audiences too were ſeldom thin, 

My Action from the Court Applauſe could win, 
The Pit would laugh, the upper Gallerys grin: 


But long was I not bleſt, e' er I miſcarry'd, 
I play'd my worſt part of a Fool, I Marry'd; 
A Wife muſt ſettle, with a Murrain to me, 

The only ſolid Curſe, that could undo me: 

Bur ſhe an eaſy Life beſt to ſecure, 8 
At laſt chang'd for a better, much good do her; tho 
And left me here, Prince of true Comedy, ngſt 
Toe reap the Fruits of your Civility. 
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arme ſtrove to reap, but barren is the Mould, 
2: Fides my Hook is ruſty grown, and old: 
Soil not well Manur'd, no Grain will grow, 
w ſhould I reap, alaſs, unleſs you Sow ? 
ad whether the kind Crop will hold out well, 
us Day I think does but too ſadly tell: 
one thing makes me laugh, tho' Wir and Sence, 
nd — Humour is quite gone from hence, 
d Foreign Sol fa, grubbles up the Pence; 


0 all the Beaus are from our Boxes fled, 
d our two Houſes ſcarce can get us Bread : 
third is building to inſult our Woes, 
t who will fill't, the Lord of Oxford knows; 
for the Maſques, my old Acquaintance there, 
ey have my Acting try'd before, elſewhere, 
plauſe from them at leaſt I ſhall procure 

ir Claps are very frequent, that I'm ſure; 
ly this comfort ſtill there's left in ſtore, 
labour to refine the ruggid Ore, 

ſtrive to pleaſe, and wiſh I cou d do more. 


ign, 
FF 
3a | 

A PROLOGUE 

ow, 1 


the BASSET- TABLE. ken by Mr. 
INKETHMAN, aGing a Footman in a 


ac'd Livery. 


UR Poeteſs, deſigning to expoſe, 

The Gaming Vice, amongſt the Bel's and Beaus ; 
luſtrate wiſely her dramatick Art, 

ſtrove to hit my fancy, in my part : 

tho* you think my Figure now a Jeſt, 

ngſt all Imployments, in the Town poſleſt, } 
ootman's and a Drawer's, I think are beſt ; 


The 
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The Drawer as he ſupports the Toping vice, 

By force your Bounty does monopolize: 

And tho' the Reck'ning be five Pound, or ten, 

If there's no Spill allow'd beſides for Ben, 

Y'are ſurely Poiſon'd if you come again ; 

His Days are gainful, by your Idle Hours, 

I knew a Drawer, from hence not many, Doors, 
That kept two Geldings, and a Leaſh of Whores: 
Thus getting the Aſcendant o'er your Brains, 
The Man increaſes, tho' the Maſter wains; 

Like his, the e ſtate is try d, 

Zut then, tis true, he muſt be qualify d: 

A jantee Air, a bold aſſuring Face, 

And muſt be a good Pimp, in the firſt place; 
Then likewiſe, as in Truft he higher grows, 

Muſt know a Dun, 8 ſuppoſe, 
As Spannels do their Maſters, by the Noſe : 
Who if he knocks, and asks, and asks again, 
The cue is ready, Sir, he's not within; Ag 
When Squire above, ſits Shivering in the cold, (Yoic 
Numb'ring the clange of . ialt piece of Gold: 
Cards, he muſt know too, and to cog a Dye, 
He may ſpare Swearing, but muſt 5 Lye; W' 
With mean beginning Grandeur oft is nurſt, 

The greateſt Rivers were ſmall Springs at firſt: 
And as the ſcribling Clark does often vary, 4 
Riſing by Fate, to Mr. Secretary, 

From thence to Office Extraordinary; 

So John the Footman, from Induſtrious uſe 

Of ſhaking Flambeau, and of cleaning Shoes : 
Steps to be Butler, from whoſe ſprightly Juice 
He Steward turns, then carrying all before him 
Is made ſoon after Juſtice of the Quorum; £ 
Things being thus, ſpite of this + Pye bald geer, 
This Ominous Cord, _ my Shoulders here : 
And other Equipage || this part to Day, 

I like as well, as any in the Play, — 
And if you pleaſe to laugh at me, you may. 


—— —_— * — 


* — 


Pointing to his lac'd Coat. || Lac d Hat. 


Pitis to Pmrge Melanchcly 331 


The EABLE 


the Lavpy, the Lugcuts, and the Mare 
1y-PUDDINGs. Aluding with Topical hints 
to ſome late Senatorical Occurrences. ; 


N Days when Birds and Beafts did'prate, 
And human Underſtanding own ; 

Lyoneſs in Parthia late, 

ho had a plentiful Eſtate, 

There liv'd in great Renown. 


ell ſtor'd with Lands and Tenements, N 
d was for Riches and'for Rents, 
By various Suitors follow'd ; 

% ſtill with all things Treated well, 

Voicdlt Marrow- Pudding, in her Cell, 


The beſt that e er were ſwallow'd. 


ce which her Gueſts were ſeldom few, 

e Four legg'd Brutes, and thoſe with Two, 
Came thick as *twere for Places; 

t 'mongſt the crowd that made their Courts, 
ie Race of Dogs, as Fame reports, 

Stood beſt in her good Graces. -. 


great Lord Maſtiff, round and ſquar, 

d lank Sir Greyhound ſoon grew fat, 

The Puddings nouriſh'd rarely; 

t Spanniel Squites and combing Shocks, 
th deep mouth'd Jowlers too, and Rocks, 
Were at her Leve carly, 


ence many went well pleas'd away, 
pail'd and pamper'd Sleek and gay, 
Moſt better fed than oF ; 
ie Lurcher only rough and lean, 

ith Acid Humours and the Spleen 

Thad yet no Pudding got. - He 


ee es ——— — — — ——— — it * 
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He being too voracious kngwn, 
Had ſoon devour'd all bis own, 
At leaſt all thoſe of Marrow; 
And being in a deſp'rate caſe, | 
Long knew not how to help Diſtreſs, 
Nor how to Beg, or Borrow. 


The Dame too, who right Merit weigh'd, 


Knew no juſt cauſe he ſhould be fed, 
Or fatten'd by her Bounty ; 

Who us'd to give by Barking, helps, 

And was the Mouth of all the Whelps, 
Againſt her in the County. 


Deſert ſhe knew, ſhe oft had paid, 
And ſome too Marrow- Puddings had, 
Tho' their pretence Was ſmall ; 


Which more inflames the Lurcher's care, 


Who now reſolves with them to ſhare, 


Tho' he has none at all. & 


And to proceed in't, on a Time, 


When Phebw from the Ee did climb, 


To his Meridiat Station; 
Accoſting one of his own Crew, 
Whom he of the right Kidney knew, 

He thus begin's Narration. 


A Marrow-Pudding mongſt our Race, 
You know's the ſame thing as a Place, 
Mongſt Humans by Court dunning ; 
And ſince the Dame ſo cloſe is grown, 
And thinks it fit ro give me none, 
I'll make her do't by cunning. 


Thou know'ſt my way of Barking well, 
T'll give out ſuch a hideous yell, 
Our Tribe oft urge me to it; 


Shall give the Matron ſuch ſmall eaſe, 


She ſhall not eat her Meat in Peace, 
She knows that I can do it. 


> * 
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ule oh MI 


111 to Purge Melancholy: 


nd ſoon ſhall find by ſu A 
hat tis to ſlight a b. 
Or when I ſue, deny it; 

or be my Reaſans falſe or true, 

have a Marrow-Pudding too, 

Or ſhe ne'er be at quiet. 


know ſhe ſoon muſt keep a Court, 
here all her Tenants will reſort, 
Her Steward too be there; 
Vhom with my din I'll ſo Torment, 
Il make 'em grudge to pay their Rent, 
And all their Leaſes tear. 


I howl aloud to every one, 

Vho knows her that ſhe is undone, 
Dire Ruin is her Lot; 

lay, I'll ſend Printed Scrowls 3 
o Neighbours o'er the Herring Pond, 
That ſhe's not worth a Groat. 


Ind tho' my Country ſuffer in't, 
ns I ſhall ſez my Name in Print, 
By bellowing Hawkers cry'd ; 
Vhilſt by expoſing thus my Wit, 
he one gives a Revenge that's ſweet, 
And rother feeds my Pride. 


|| Bark that tho' we've taken Le, 
res and Ghent, with all the Spoil, 
And baulk'd the hot Pretender ; 
e's coming to renew his Claim, 
ith ſolid hopes t'affront the Dame, 
When no one will Defend her. 


Bark that all our Loſſes come, 

om great Ones Treachery-at home, 
Who hope to gain their ends ; | 
ind tho' our ConqueRs gain Renown, 

he Mounſieur's not the weaker grown, 


And VVhilſt here he has ſuch Friends. 


9 


n 4 »..4 
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T'll Bark that many Ships at Sea, 
By Cowardice are made a Prey, 

To the aforeſaid Neighbours; 
That vile Deceit their Rulers ſway, 
And thoſe who Contributions pay, 

Do all but loſe their Labours. 


I'll roar againſt one Noble Peer, 
With all my Tribe to prove it cleer, 
That he's the Nation's Curſe; 
III call him Judas, void of Grace, 

A pox on Manners in this caſe, 
ecauſe he bears the Purſe. 


And tho' the Dame's great Men at Arms, | 


Laſt Year gave Mounſieur ſuch alarms, 
His Crown was thought unſtable; 

Her General's Glory I'll make leſs, 

And Bark in ſpite of Services, | 
We're all moſt Miſerable. 


III rail at all in noted rank, vu 

But moſt ſeverely gainſt the Bank, 
The Peſt of our Diſeaſes; 

Nay, I'll Invetreacy advance, 

And ſwear the Bully Rock of Fence, 

Can break em when he pleaſes. 


*Gainſt Northern great Ones held to Bail, 


T'll whet my Tongue and loudly rail, 


In a moſt hedious Tone ; 14 
And ſwear tho we don't hit the blots, 
Their Treaſon was amongſt the Srozs, 
Vet they were let alone. 


And laſtly I'11 diſcourage all. 
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Who ** the Bags to Grocers Hal, 


By a ſubtle Play; 

Whilſt I'm inſinuating a Fear, 

Of Mounſicur's Second coming here, 
I'm guiding him the way. 


* 1 
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Howl againſt her Favourites, 

enouncing one there is that gets, 

Heaps, to immenſe degree ; 4 
'or ſhall I fail to gain my ends, 

or when I've Back'd off all her Friends, g 
She muſt take up with me. 


hus did the Lurcher vent his Mind, 
or fail'd, but what he had deſign d, 
He puts in Practice ſtraight; 

he Lady and her belt Allies, 

Vere daily vex'd with horrid noiſe, 
And Nightly at her Gate. | 


he Times were bad by Fortunes courſ, 
ut he took pains to make em wore, 
And every ill encreaſe; 

Ind tho' his bawling did no good, 

ill Pudding in Poſſeſſion fhood, 
Reſolv'd it ſnould not ceaſe. 


hilſt ſhe with general good to all, 
arce gave one Hour an interval, - 
VVithout indulgent care; 

ho with Seraphick Patience bleſt, 
Vould often enquire what the Beaſt, 
Meant to be ſo ſevere. 


er Friends to anſwer her Complaint, 
old her, a Marrow-Pudding's want, 
Had made him late grow bolder ; 

nd yet they could nor ſtint his noiſe, 
cauſe the Creature had a Voice, 


As being a Freeholder. 


t that there would be matter ſoon, 


Mie Scandal of his Tongue to prune, 


If once more he harangu'd ; 

d that ill Manners be reform'd, 
e ſhould for the paſt fault be VVorm'd, 
And for the next be H- d. 


Abollo's Race 
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Ti the KINO at the Maſque at Court. 7 
W Hen Wit and Science flouriſh'd in their Bloo A 
Combin'd to grace the State of ancient Ra 


Thus ſhon the Court from Peace, thus Pleaſure ſpr 
And thus Auguſtus look'd, when Ovid ſung : 
Joy uncontroul'd and free Ju each Mind, 
And with good Humour, Loyalty was join'd ; 
Inſtructive Poetry was _ prais'd, 

Dull Ignorance ſcorn'd, artful Merit rais'd : 
Thus Cæſar's ſmile each Genius did ſublime, 
And thus does our Inſpirer bleſs our Time; 
Thro' Clouds of anxious State and regal Care, 
Shine out to make the Muſes Region fair. | 
Sing then ye Sons of Wir and Harmony, 
The Theme is glorious, raiſe your Voices high ; 
Renown, the happy Omen, Arts are grac'd, 
And the glad Kingdom, conſequently bleſs'd : 
Let joyful Br/tains grateful Thanks ne'er ceafe, | 
Reſtor d to her —— and her Peace, 1 
In ſpite of Native ſullen Humour, oun 
The wondrous Work, as wonderouſly done; 
Vet ſhould Ingratitude vile Parties ſway, 1 

all conſtant Duty pay, EE fan 

And from Oblivion's Ruſt ſecure that glorious Day ; wY 


Let Malecontents in Joy be tardy found, ory 
The Muſes loyal bong Bo give perpetual Sound, I. 0 ‚ 
And ſpacious Europe's Happineſs proclaim, bl 


In her immortal Arbitrators Fame. 


Let raſh tarpawling Czar; ſwell future Story, © 
By ſurreptitious Ways of ſeeking Glory; 44 
With ſly Deſigns, tho' like themſelves, half froze, 
From Ruſſan Iſicles, Muſcovian Snows, 

Sneak here to Jearn how our Ship-foreſt grows; 


—_ 


—_—— 


—_ 


* Bowi he King. © : 
wing to the ng | | 7 01 


* 
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o glean fall'n Ears of England's Grandeur come, 

d make a fancy'd Harveſt on't at home; .: 
th' Savage Race, their Furrs about their Ears, © 

rcely diſtinguiſh'd from their Native Bears, 

ith crowds Undiſciplin'd cauſe petty Fears. 


e Maiden Charge of one young 5 Allie, 8 


nee, Lion ſtrain, tho“ we aloof 4 
loo Holes can make the filching Foxes fly: 
one Young Ammon, with a well Train'd few, + 
| Perſian Ignorance in Shoals ſubdue. 
et our aſpiring Neighbour too forget 
5 folema Act, whea Europe's Councel met; 
inſt Right and Honour let Ambition plead, 
| pull more Curſes on his Hoary-head ; - 
him the Breach of Royal Faith think wiſe, 
| ſhame a King with baſe Plebian Vice. 
Albion's Guardian, fated to redreſs © 
rious Ills, wherever they oppreſs ; 
mpted by Juſtice ſoon to Auſtrian Land, 
11d fierce, as Jove, reach his deciding Hand: 
FFs of late, when War's rude Tempeſt reign'd, 
Royal Umpire their ſunk State maintain d: 
Den Mammon that in Golden Ingots ſhines, 
Pug lay uſeleſs in their Weftern Mines. 
rittanick Vertue, where true Valour lyes, 
ir'd our glorious Troops to fight their Prize: 
t Vertue once revers'd, their Sails can lower, 
| fix in juſter Hands their lawleſs Power; 
„ vould our Patriots their Feuds give o'er, 
Y 5 Bf make true uſe of their extenfive Power: 
J. ids without a Niggard's Caution give, 
' Hi the King, not touch Prerogative : 
ublick Juſtice without private Picks, 
th' general, not by Ends, learn Politicks : 
d they with moderate Calmneſs make Report, 
ir Country ſerve without Offence at Court; 
ce], not curb, ſtretch, and nor break rhe ſtrings, 
ort would they be Senates, and not Kings; 
enty Infant Dukes abroad ſhould Reign, 
any perjur'd Sires, his Spurious Right maintain: 


— 


T 0 L. l. Q | Whilſt 
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Whilſt the old Bulwark Occex round us runs, 
If Union arm'd the Hearts of Britain's Sons, 

'T would till be in our Pow'r, to right each wron 
And cruſh the Viper e' er he grew too ſtrong: 
But this, oh Allien! is too great a Grace, F 
_ Too rich a Cordial for thy ſqueamiſh Race. I 
Inſtead of Concord, needleſs Doubts and Fears, MT 
Deludes thy Sence, malicious Lyes thy Ears: 

The various Weather juſt thy Humour hits, 
Now hot, now cold, it ſtorms and ſhines by fits, 
And grave State-menders now ſprout up from Cit 
The Apron Tribe with Politicks are ſtor d, 
And every Coffee Room's a Council board; 
Where Publick News in Print each Day's cony 
And all Cours Nylery's are open lay'd: 
This Man's a Lord, Ge King perhaps ne'er though 
T'other a Place has given him, or has bought o 
Such Courtiers mov d, ſuch Captains by are lay' 
Disbanded too, e'er they're ſo much as pay d: 
On this ſtraight all degrees diſcanting prate, 
And Canvaſs grand Artans's of the State we 
The Taylor with Grub Beard, and Crimſon Noſ 
The King and Jang Har 5g on ſows: | 
The Snipſnap Barber, lathering Spain's Conditic 
Severely marks the breadth of the Partition; 
The Cutler ſwears more Troops well Arm d ſho 
The Coogeard, Cobler ſtitches up the Fleet; 
And all the reſt, as Intereſt ſways the Mood, 
Rail on, or A 8 general Good: 
The Muſes only Tribe unbyals d joyn, 
Recording Good and Ill, without deſign ; 
Great Heroes Actions Sing, for little gain, 
And Earn a trifling Praiſe with ſolid Pain: 
If with 8 we to pleaſe pretend: 

e' re ſaid ro ſooth the Vices we ſhould mend, 
The Zealous Crew from Tub, bark ſenceleſs F 
And th' dulleſt of all Cuckolds, s Grand Jury: 
Or elſe the abſolving Hypocrite ſtands by, 
And trolling Mirth makes Immortality; 
Stage Wantonneſs, a Damning fault is ſhewn, 
But Treaſon and Rebellion muſt be none; 


A 


Ie | 
om. 
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In thoſe Days, a Pert, Modiſh, Mealy Fop, 
White as a Sack in a Corn-chandler's hag, 
Us'd to Perfume with Snuff our Dreſſing- Rooms, 
And Treat me As moſt fit — With Sugar-Plumbs, C 
But now Smiles, Struts — Looks in my Eyes— and { 
| (Combs; 

— for Secrets, what I knew long ſince, 
And further of ſtrong Paſſion to convince. » 
The ſoft Court-Tongue, crys— Gad, it does ador 


m 
And Feather Blue—Veils its Campaign — f before m 
But this-ſhan't do, Sirs, - My reſerv'd Behaviour W**% 
Shall ſhew ye now, I'll not provoke your Favour, 
Nor feed ye with falſe Hopes — To gain a Smile, 
But to the Darling Genius of our Ifle, 
J turn my Duty, as I change my Stile | 
Madam, At your Bleſt Feet, her Proſtrate Muſe, 
The Author lays—— And for your Favour ſues; 
Your Preſence fills her with ſo true a Joy, 
*T is not in Criticks Power to deſtroy. 
Tll-natur'd Envy cloudy Cenfure bears, 
But Fogs ſtill vaniſh, when the Sun a 
Now pleas'd, the Heliconian Dwellers ſing, 
To, ſee your Highneſs Conſecrate their Spring, 
And Pegaſus prepares to mount the Wing. 
To Celebrate through Heaven, and Earth, and Sea, 
The Sacred Patroneſs of Poetry. | 


— 


— . 


* Speaking affetiedly. t Speaking roughly. 
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4PROLOGUE, 


Polen by a Comedian who lately left the | « 15 . 
THEATER, at bis return thither, 


Who raſhly has from Colours gone aſtray, - 
y ing by chance a Gallows in his way; 

ke fatal Object terrifying his ſight, 

cturns with Shame, back to his Poſt to Fight: 
5 I, on thought of you —— | | 
ack to my Comick Poſt again diſpatch me, 8 


\ S ſome Deſerter mavung oe Pay, 3 


4 


er the vile ſound of Renegado reach me, 
the dire Halter of your Anger carch 1 me; 
hich would infli&t my Puniſhment much more; 
ving ſo oft, your Favours found before: 

t know, 'twas not to ſlight your generous Love; 

ve thus Elop'd, but only to improve: 

thought I wanted ſomething, ſo ſheer'd off, 

o ſtock me with new Whims, to make ye laugh; , 
d as the Country ſordid rich Wiſeacres, 

ho dully think all Foreigners Man- makers. 

nd out their Booby Sons to France, to Dreſs, 

r to ſuck Doctrine from his Holineſs: 

to practice the true Playhouſe Maggot, 

ve been initiating, I ought to brag it, 

London Town, with Pinkethman Dogger. 

r your Diverſion, thus I've taken care, 

d brought ye o'er a Sample of their Ware, 

t that - Meſes flouriſh more than here. 

r they're ſtill Witty at their own Expence, 

Pound of FaCtion, to an Ounce of Sence; 

tt to regale ye with ſome new Grimaces, 

eint ways of 1. 1 okes, and making Faces: 
which to pleaſe ye, I'll my beſt employ, 

courag'd to'r this time of general Joy ; | | 
Time when you, your long'd for obtain, 7 


mg 


* * 


hilſt laſting Bliſs crowns your brave Viceroy's; 
Albis loſs is bleſt 1 gain. n, 
z ; * 


ny 
P 
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An EPILOGUE. 
| For Mrs, Lucas. 


Y HAVE ſeen me Dance, and ye have hear'd me Sing, 
But now I'm put upon another thing; 

By way of Epilogue to make a Speech, 

If I can frame my Mouth for't, I'm a Witch: 

Not that I find there's ought that can Provoke in't, 

But ſhould there chance to be a ſmutty Joke in't; 

Any Reflection, or the leaſt word of Bawdy, 

That ſhould diſguſt a Gentleman, or Lady 

Whar caſe were I in then, what Deſolation? 

Would that be to my Virgin Reputation ? 

A great huge Girl, to blirt out a Paw. word, 

Nay, tho' twere Privileg'd and on Record: 

] would not ſuch a Thing, by me were ſaid, 

For fifty Piſtoles, as I am a Maid | 

Or ſhould the Plaguy Poet in his Rhimes, 

Give ſome unlucky bob upon the Times; | 

As Heaven help us, thoſe that uſe his way, 

In this fine World — May have enough "IT b 


And ſo to puniſh me for Faults, are his, 

I mould be ferch'd to come upon my Knees : 
Me- On my Knees ! amongſt a throng this Weathe 
Ivads no——1 an'r ſuch a Baby neither; 

So I'll ſpeak none on'r — Bur ſay I'm aſham' d 
And let him take his Paper —- And be Damn'd : 
I'm for no Jerking Epilegues, not I, (a Pye, | 
Unleſs the words are chopt—Like Mince- meat for q 
But ſtay, ſince honeſt Bourdon here ſtands by. 
And that I may more handſomely get rid on't, 
We'n ſmg the laſt new * Dialogue inſtead ont. 


3 — — 


® Sings and Exit. 
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4 PROLOGUE. 


Nthe firſt Golden Age, 
When ſolid Wit and Judgment deck'd the Stage; 
roes and Poets bore an equal Grace, 
xe Victor's Oak ſtill flouriſh'd with the Bayes: 
hilſt Arts with Arms united, did ſublime, 
ſpacious Series of ſucceeding time; 
It you of Glorious modern Rice, now 
+ Weheminence, and bear the Prize from Wit: 
ach Day performing ſome Triumphant thing, 
yond the Genius of the Muſe to Sing ; 
itneſs late bravery on Caſt i lian Strand, 
here through the foaming Waves ye Swam to Land, 
our Foes dire Fate ſtill glittering in each Hand. ) 
neſs om Heats and Colds, and Hardſhips there, 
hich following your rear Leader—You could bear 3: 
ith more than Mortal Patience, tho , \ 
e pangs of ſcorching blaſts which Griefs prolong, © 
nd (warms of ſtary'd Muskeitors, which like Hor. ( 
(ners ſtung. 3+ 
Vho hourly 1 Charm'd by ſome Popiſh Saints, 
h' undiſciplin'd Corps of each good Proteſtants; . 
Witneſs at Vigo too, the Mounſieur's Doom, | 
e well-pac'd Toyl of bringing Gala, home, 
he glorious ſtorming of the Fort, and breakin 
of the Boomb. 3 
— When to crown all, let our Land-Forces take, | 
: he freſheſt Garland Goddeſs Fame can make ; 
© Naſus flags, too low to mount the praiſe, 
1 (hich our brave General's Renown ſhall raiſe: 
or which the 1 ſhould advance, 
urn Orators, nay Wits — In ſcorn of France, 
nd drink his Health ———_ 
ith ſhoals of pickled Herrings in a Sea of Nan: : 
ut leaving them their ways of Gratitude, 
et proper Duty be by us purſu'd ; 
Velcome then all ye noble Briciſh Sons, 
raye Strangers too, who late have ſcourg'd the Dons : 


Whoſe 


244 PII 1s to Purge Melancholy. 


. Whoſe Valour puts a ſtop to Galick Fame, 
Whilſt wavering Portugal comes in for ſhame; 
Welcome to Eng/and, to your Native ſhore, A 
Honour'd with Science—But with Valour more : 
Ah! could my Wiſhes your Deſerts purſue, 
As you have Praiſe You had got Plunder too, 
Your Jeſuit; Bark had prov'd a Golden bough. 
The — Snuff, which every Bex incloſes, 
— | — Do? to gratis your. Noſes, 

or well Tkgow, tho Honour's the main ſto 
— little Gain flaigs well a gre Glory : A ag 
. Courage improyes, w ortune's open handed, 
I'm ſure I hou ND if I . 3 
For tis paſt doubt, not the kind Maid undreſt, 
With flowing Hair, bright Eyes and Snowy Freaſt: 
To her hot Lover can be Gopght ſo dear, 
Nor to the famiſh'd Gluttan luſty chear; 
Not Gold to the Mitre, Flartery to the Proug 
Gay dreſs to Beauty Faction to the Croy J: 
AttraQs the Soul — Nor half fo much does Charm, Non 
As luſcious Plunder, when a Town we Storm; he 
But Sirs, I ho * amends is making, ome 
In the now defign'd -In Undertaking : | G 
That Colonels, Captains, and the reſt will find, o! 
The Golden Fleece, Fate for the brave deſign'd; vor 
Nay, th' Vulgar too - You Lads—Each honeſt Fellow 
That ſir there—CBth'd in Grey, Blue, Green and Ye 


(low: 
Liſt but your ſelves among the Grenadiers, | 
No more Hoof beating Daniſh all thoſe fears, Ns! 
But home next Winter come, and ride in Chairs. 
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4 EPILOGUE for Mrs. VermruGGAN. 


A T this odd Time of Buſtle and of hurry, 

'Tis wonderful to find ye Sirs fo merry; 
Why, ſee now what a Country Laſs can do, 
When would they e'er be tickled ſo by you? 
ou that are plying for Sheepbiters here, 
and hope to ſell your Mutton Loyns ſo dear: 

o, no, thoſe Rampant Days are gone good Falk, : 


our India Ware's forbid, your China's broke, 
Ir if ſome little Sport, ſhould their wiſe Heads 
| (provoke. 
1: Wome Freeholder's freſh Spouſe, ſome Rolebulh Dolly 
" Muſt do't, no Covent-Garden Trolly Lolly; | 4 
our Pardon Gentlemen, for my bluat Jeſt, - 
take ye all for Patriots at leaſt : fs 2 | 
know they're choſen all the Nation oer, | 
m. Nom the Lands End, home to our Churches doors 
" Where lately trudging to make ſound and whole, 
ome broken matters, that concern'd my Soul, 
| Grave face ask'd me, if I came to - oll. 
o Poll cry'd I—What's that——As hot as Embers ? 
loons Miltreſs, ſaid he bluff, to give your Vote for 


ow (Members: | 
vel Bluſh's, for. as I'm a right Homeſpun Lady, 
ow: [thought the Man had Jeer'd me And ſpoke Bawdy ; 


iz, ha, ha, ha——Well I'll again to School, 

ds life a Player — Yet be ſuch a Fool: | 
at's pretty — For with my Poetick Cleaning, 
ſure might know that Word had ſeveral Meanings; 
ithout Inſtruction By your Pardon——Pray, * 
nd from henceforward every one in's way: 
|| leave th' hard Word for you, when y are together, 
nd ſtudy merry Jokes, 'gaiaſt you come hither ; | 


_ Comick Mirth I'll calm your Jarring ſtrain, C | 


ſhew in Farce, ſome Frenchifed hot Brain: 
hat pauſe in his Credentials, brought in vain, 
hat England ſooner will be France retaking, 
han take a Maſter of their Maſter's making. 


* Pointing to the Vizard Macks. 
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Our very Conſciences Should be all Fiſh; 


1 PROLOGUE: |, 


For EsrcounTt's Benefit Day. 


Exter Pinkethman fuely Dreft, puſhing in Lee les kin, i * 
Dreſt like a Fas Faden. 


Tv make s Prologue, we've two Seaſons choſe 
"Tis New and Comical we may ſuppoſe, 2s s 1 
Pray liften Ladys, pray be filent Beaus. 


Pin. M Els Day, and to ſuch Company, 5 


Dare you Pricquiſter Prologue ſpeak with 
Lie. Leanmas, 1 — d do't — 2 (me, 
P. Good, what's your Subject — What will you be? 

For my own Pl chuſe — Stay let me ſee; L 
Come — I' be Lene, as Lean as a ſtarv'd Rat, 

L. Than I'll be Eaſter Jolly, Fair and Fat: 
P. Proceed then come, me Lens begins the Joſt, 
L. And let the Audience hear whoſe hint is beſt : 

We'll make our Speeches, let them judge the whole, 
I for the Dody argue, 

P. I the Soul. | Hum [ Pouſts. 

Lent was ordain'd, to leave our Sins 1'th' Iurch, 
There's for you Rogue, that never go to Church; 
Z. Vou can't make proof of that, nor any Man, 
And ſo pray mind your Text Friend and go on; . 
P. Lent ſtill is dear to \ nod iether loads, 

To the true Proteflant that Prays and Reads, . 
And Pepiſb Saints, that rattle oer their 
L. Eier comes briskly in—When Lene is gone— 

Firſt nimbly chears us with the dancing Sus: 

The Sun, that we ſuppoſe by ancient ſtory, 

Jo be the firſt that ever Danc'd a Boree ; 
P. Fleſh, Lent debars us in each Houfhold diſh, C 


* 


What's wholeſome ſhould be grateful to our wiſh, 


And taught 
Dear part w 


BY Rules that Decency does bring, 
ich good freſh Cad, and fragrant _ 
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L. Ze for joll chear more Praiſe deſerves, 
Indul ing theſe, Penurious Lent half Starves; 
* er time we ſit with Female Couſins, 


P. And Lee. | 
Lent, from all Seaſons of the Year does yary, 
Keeps back the forward Afs—Refolv'd to Marry 


When tedious Time his fire the happy Day, 
Lover ſticks'cloſe—And Mamma ſays you may: 
Late wickls allows but orb Food, > 

le, Some Fleſh now Child will do thy Stomach good: 

P. Well, well, for all your fly and — Rhime, „ 

ſte, If vulgar things may mix with fadlime, } 

For F1 ers and Parſons, Lee's the time; 4 


1 The firſt s Rich b — watry Diet, 
As the laſt by 1 ttle for our Quiet: 
0 L. If Fiſhmongers ſo ney you affirm, .. 


Zoons what are Lawyers in an Ef | 
Who bur like Bees they go laden home, 
And ſmiles to find their Time of Rogeety'come,, 


2 a. „ * 1 
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4 Prot ou Sj ken like a Scorca Hicntanen 
with a Sword and Target. 


1 * 4 Thing, yet dreſt in Northern Clothing, 
A Man my fay as I appear, I'm nothing; 
Vet late at angry Preſon Stoutly beni 


The Rebels I came, a new 
Held up up my arget, for that Bluſtring traſh, 
Surnam'd the bold Maclando 'MAC Eros 71. 


Some we would have pack d off, ſome here 5 


The Crucifixes are a peaceful Train, 
They' ve little in their — wp A bo Brain: 
Proyd Preſton, till twas . by the Rout, þ 


| To make pew. Salus, drop'd 2 — Beads 2 


But eee we weng 
Down-wenx my broad Sword — e's my Cont T 0 
(charge, 
And a new Soog o ve mem OF gl . Song. 
hat tis we Pla and Dance, and Sbew, 
The Theme, the wil. e meif I-knew;. 
Yet this I dare affirm 'gai aint ll Bear des, 
Tat in 


Songs will baulk t | 
* age and Humour, and with free Freie 
4 not choak ye with alien Trilloes; 
And as for me if I don't make ye Laugh, 
—— re Sick of the Catarrah, and of the Cough : 


Her- Marlet does jingle 1 incite me, 
5 * go fetch my C — The cold does fright me; 
All Nont des like my Female Noiſe, 
9 I == 1 pay my ſqueaking; Voice: 
0in-a 'V ye I ſeen 
Wich been Noddle lay the OT, down; ; 
| And ſneer to feel his Bloody man angled Scull, 


As if the Blow had dignified the 
But now *tis plainer — Iis a Loyal thing, 
I turn my Quarters — And I praiſe the King + 
Hey, hey-— Here's a Muſical Lecture, 
To my Countrymen= {Here ſeversl come in Te hear: 


* Brittons how long, &c 
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